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8 Nisennenmondai 

10The Count And Sinden,Soft-Boiled Eggies 

12 L'Acephale, Little Boots 

14-15 Tour Diary: Fuck Buttons, 

Playlist: First Up! 

16 Guided Tour: Those Dancing Days 

18 Max Tundra, In The Mix: Kano 

20 Singles Club: Johnny Foreigner, 

Das Wanderlust, Robert Wyatt and 

Bertrand Burgalat 

22 The Dead Science 

24 The Beehive: New Order 

26 When We Meet: Bird Names, Chairlift, 

Esau Mwamwaya 

28 Read The Label: Siltbreeze 

82 The Fond Revenge Of: Kurt Wagner 



30-32 Mogwai 

34-37 Gang Gang Dance 

38Diplo 

39 Afro Noise, David Toop 

40 Brian Eno and Jon Hassell 
42 High Places 

44-45 Fucked Up 

46-47 Runhild Gammelsaeter 
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6 Wire 

48-49 Boadrum, Tujiko Noriko, Bon Iver 

50-51 Colour Out Of Space, Ponytail, 

Green Man 

56-59 LIVE PREVIEW Olafur Arnalds, Sun Ra 

Arkestra, Swn Festival 



60 Marnie Stern, Zach Hill 

62 Anni Rossi, The Organ, Bloc Party 

64 Christina Carter, David Byrne and Brian Eno, 

The Faint 

66-67 Josephine Foster, Los Campesinos!, 

AbeVigoda 

68-69 Benge, Mercury Rev, Skream 

70-71 Deerhunter, RTX, Tilly And The Wall 

72 Butthole Surfers, Cobalt, Puttin' On The Ritz 

74-75 REISSUES St Etienne, Stephen John 

Kalinich, The Fifth Dimension 

76-77 REISSUES Comet Gain, Dredd Foole, 

MrMaxted 



78-79 FILM Vashti Bunyan: From Here To 
Before, Silver Jew 

80 ART Yamataka Eye 

81 BOOKS & DVD Good Morning Captain, The 
Long-Player Goodbye, Sarah Silverman 
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Let's get one thing out the way immediately - it's not 
the 'world music' issue, OK? 

But... with this issue of Plan B, we've been 
thinking about the way music moves around the 
globe, transmits and transmutes. Not just because 
of the dominance of the internet, with its rapid 
information exchange, its aggregated blogs and 
feeds; but in cities, where artists' lofts border ethnic 
communities, and sounds mix on the streets like 
collage; and in the hands of DJs sifting the world for 
the latest permutation of indigenous sound passed 
from street trader to cab driver on a burnt CD-R. 

Weirdly, though, it was a comment from a 
black metal musician, Brian Booty of Portland's 
L'Acephale, that helped the issue focus best in my 
mind. When Booty described music as "a viral 
infection", he was talking about the international 
passage and gradual mutation of black metal, but 
such terminology could as easily apply to High 
Places, whose music echoes the park drum jams 
and bodegas of their Brooklyn neighbourhood, 
or DJ Mujava, a kwaito producer from Pretoria, 
South Africa, reportedly inspired by house 
producers Masters At Work, but whose 'Township 
Funk' sounds, against all odds, like a bleep track 
cooked up in Sheffield in the early Nineties. 

Such a confused path of influence makes you 
wonder if anybody can really own sound, or if it's 
now simply there for the taking. Certainly, it feels 
like we're living in a very different world to the one 
wherejournalist Jon Pareles accused Brian Eno and 
David Byrne's 1981 world collage project A//y/./fe/n 
The Bush Of Ghosts of "cultural imperialism". But 
does greater freedom really mean more egalitarian 
exchanges? Who's to say that with the internet 
rewarding the pirates and gnawing away at the 
very notion of copyright, that the gatekeepers 
won't be missed? It's a can of worms, but perhaps 
Frances Morgan's cover feature on New York's Gang 
Gang Dance, or contributions from Brian Eno, Jon 
Hassell and David Toop might help to clear those 
muddy waters. 

Elsewhere this issue, I'd just like to quickly draw 
your attention to The Beehive, a new collaborative 
feature where our contributors get together to give 
their two penneth on an issue plucked from the 
ether by Void High Commissioner kicking_k-this 
month: New Order. And if you're anywhere near a 
computer, I'd liketodirectyoutoour newand 
improved website at www.planbmag.com, where 
we'll be putting up reviews, features, exclusive 
content on a reasonably frequent basis. Go see. 
Louis Pattison 
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Wire 

The Arches, Glasgow 

For a musical movement that proclaimed itself 
so concerned with blasting down the ageing 
rock monolith and attempting to define a Year 
Zero mentality, punk now seems to resemble 
a toothless old punch-drunk fighter who can't 
help going out in the ring for one last bout. 
A parade of creatively defunct reunions and 
holiday camp 'This Is What You Want, This Is 
What You Get'-style cabaret. Fat old men 
churning outancientrhetoricto other fat 
old men. As I enter The Arches, a look round 
the audience seems to confirm that one: 
a gathering of nondescript blokes in sensible 
spec frames and old leather jackets looking 
as though they're more concerned with 
tomorrow's spreadsheets. Isthis really what 
Sid died for? (Almost certainly.) 

Wire have managed to stay relevant 
and ahead of the game, updating and 
changing their sound while remaining stoically 
themselves, auteurs of their own sound. Their 
2008 incarnation still bears discernible links to 
the avant-punk provocateurs of 1 977's Pink 
Flag, but bejewelled and embellished with 
itchy laptop electronica, more of the 21st 
Centurythan so many of the young skinny- 
jeaned pups churning out rehashed Clash riffs. 
Never more so has punk seemed like a career 
choice for today's aspiring musician, a template 
on which to proclaim your For-Realness. 

TonightWire begin, somewhat aptly, with 
'Our Time', a litanyof mundane realities, ways 
to make the days go faster. "Drinking passes 



time/Joking passes time/Kissing passes time/ 
Pissing passes time/There is no time". It's their 
perfect song-type; lyrics dissecting the detailed 
minutiae of modern life, complemented by the 
brutal, but enticingly attractive, functionalism 
of the music. Wire could be a depleted force 
by now, following the departure of founder 
member Bruce Gilbert and 31 years into a 
career which may have been approaching 
a final 'Don't Look Back' phase. But this Wire, 
complete with Laika's Margaret McGinnis 
replacing Gilbert on guitar, isfarfrom the 
shambolic outing oftheir last Scottish show 

There is no sense 
tonight of heritage 
or influence 

five years previous, too concerned with the 
immediate future to pander to expectations. 
They're an impenetrable, inscrutable presence; 
tight like liquid metal solidifying around you, 
punishingly loud, revelling in their self-made 
zone as each song crashes to a brick wall ending 
and the next one cranks up again like 
unstoppable pistons. This is rock music as sonic 
Futurism, harsh and unyielding, leaving it up to 
us to connect the dots. 

Colin Newman barks and yelps his lines as 
though willing us to some kind of indefinable 
incitement, occasionally whirling around like 
an excited professor with guitar leads trailing 
behind him. Graham Lewis stands stock still 



with his bass held high, backlit as brooding 
rumbles emanate from his very large 
instrument. Robert Grey (no longer Gotobed) 
is far at the back, a bald reflective surface 
battering away on drums. This is the trio, this 
is Wire, notWir as they were called once when 
the original quartet downsized temporarily. 
McGinnis stands in a space of her own on 
Newman's left, barely acknowledged by the 
rest of the group, spitting out electrical shreds. 
The crowd, suddenly animated, are berserking, 
as if something this clinicallyforensic would be 
interested in their love. In front of me is the 
perfectvision of modern Glasgow: a sharp- 
suited young blade pulling some serious moves, 
while a drunk wee radge in a stained sweatshirt 
hangs off his back, screaming his head off. 

This is not an evening for nostalgia, 
focusing on the propulsive hyper-pop of new, 
underrated, album Oibyect47 and the swish 
and polish of their eighties second phase. 
While '1 06 Beats That' and 'The 1 5th' are 
blasted out almost with glee, it's hard to 
imagine Wire getting on the Classic Albums 
bandwagon. There is no sense tonight of 
heritage or influence, nor of simply taking 
dutiful careof business. This feels like a new 
group formed with an instant pedigree, 
ignoring all the exhortations to play '12XU', 
still forming new prints from the same old 
material. During 'Mekon Headman', us few 
who knowthe right words sing along. "Please 
let me help you remember, your memory's shot, 
you've lost the plot". It should be sung to 
so many other bands of Wire's vintage. 
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DEBUT MINI-ALBUM AFTON' CB/BL 
aUTaCTaBEB20TH 



OCTOBER 

3 LONDON / CONCRETE & GLASS THE STRONGROOM 

4 N.YORKSHIRE/THE BAND ROOM 

5 MANCHESTER /HEAR HERE FESTIVAL ra 
ISLINGTON MILL W/ SIC ALPS 

7 OXFORD /BABY SIMPLE 

9 BELFAST / LAVERYS BUNKER 

10GALWAY/ROISIN DUBH 

11 DUBLIN / BOOM BOOM ROOM 

12 CORK /THE WHISKY 



13 EDINBURGH / HENRY'S CELLAR BAR 
U LEEDS /THE LIBRARY 

15 NOTTINGHAM / LEE ROSIES 

16 SHEFFIELD / THE SHAKESPEARE 

17 LIVERPOOL /BARFLY 

18 BRISTOL / REDLAND CHURCH 

19 NORTHAMPTON / LABOUR CLUB 

20 LONDON /BORDERLINE 
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The Loose Salute 

Tuned To Love 

Album out now 

'Beach Boys harmonics, 
soulful horns and the 
lysergic 60's pop of 
The Lovin Spoonful and 
The Turtles' 
8/10 NME 

'This band communicate 
pleasure at the sheer good 
luck of being alive, 
through danceable, 
steel guitar- heavy pop' 
**** The Independent 




Edwyn Collins 

Home Again 

Album out now 



'A heart-warming return' 
Q 

'Do not ignore this' 
NME 

'A fine record - Buy it.' 
The Times 

'Home Again sparkles. 
Welcome back' 
Uncut 




The Little Ones 

Morning Tide 

Album out now 

'2008's greatest guitar-pop 
record... an incredible debut' 

8/10 NME 

'A cast-iron 37-ton weight of 

a debut - expect great things' 

**** The Fly 

'Every song is a sugar coated 

mood enhancer' 

The Guardian 

'Undeniably a great record' 

Metro 

A gloriously euphoric album' 

**** The Independent 
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Pete Greenwood 

Sirens 

Album out now 



Debut of the month 

**** Uncut 

'Uplifting, sunny melodies & 

optimistic lullabies for the 

broken hearted, Green\«^oods 

future is surely as bright 

as his songs.' 

Q 

'The whole album has an 

authority that's all the more 

pointed for its understatement.. 

Resistance seems churlish' 

Word 

'Shades of Gram Parsons 

and Nick Drake... 

he's got the right stuff 

OMM 
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the void 



nisennenmondai 



'We want no 
meaning' 



Words: Frances Morgan 
Photography: Simon Fernandez 



Nisennenmondai and I are in a Turkish restaurant in London, and we are trying 
to speak to each other in English. Katoman, their tour manager, translates some 
questions into Japanese, answers others on the band's behalf. Sayaka Himeno 
(drums, driving force) concentrates on my words as if lipreading. Masako Takada 
(motorik riffs; quartzy loops) and Yuri Zaikawa (one-note bass thwacks) smile 
encouragingly, Masako chiming occasional responses. On the recording, her 
high, soft voice and Sayaka's lower one bloom sporadically between MPS 
harshness, traffic, the clatter of kebab skewers, shouted Turkish, Katoman's 
"Let me explain...", and myown voice, at its most annoyinglylanguage- 
teacherish, as our words bump haplessly against one another. 

Nisennenmondai's music is the precise inverse of their interview recording, 
existing in a space where words fall back and a path is cut, roughly, through 
misunderstanding and into bright-white light. The band's three-pronged 
no-wave is a hand-made interpretation of infinity that hovers on a knife-edge 
between the fierce propulsion of Neu! and a more feral, pragmatic post-punk 
scuttle. Songs exist at a point of permanent climax, an ever-popping firework. 
Live, process is laid bare: there's a feedback loop between them and you, a 
challenge to never lose focus, as the three women play chase with guitar loop 
and raging disco hi-hat. 

Sayaka, Masako and Yuri formed Nisennenmondai around 1 years ago, 
after meeting at university in Tokyo. Out of the three, only Sayaka had previous 
musical experience: when I ask about their early practices, Yuri leans forward 
suddenly. "I was," she announces, "a beginner." The restrictions created by 
untrained but attuned musicians can often result in a band's vocabulary being 
well-formed early on, purely because they simply do not have the ability to 
sound like anyone else. Nisennenmondai's 2004 EP, 'Neji' contains songs with 
titles like 'Pop Group' and 'This Heat' 
and 'Sonic Youth', and certainly 
channel, say. This Heat's Health And 
Efficiency, or Essential Logic without 
the sax, or SY on Bad Moon Rising 
but, from these templates, the 
band's own compositional voice 
develops almost in real time, plotting 
the course to their more assured, 
intricate recent work. 

Nisennenmondai don't like to talk about the titles, but I ask, because 'Neji' 
and follow-up, 'Tori', have just been reissued as one album by Norwegian 
electronic/jazz label Smalltown Supersound -for many European listeners, their 
first exposure to the group. Katoman insists they're just working titles, not 
important. So is it hard for them to come up with names for songs, generally? 

"Yes," says Sayaka. 

Why? 

"Becausewedon'tthink anything. We want no meaning." 

You want to reach a point where there are no words. 

"Yeah, yeah, yeah -only sound is important." 

So if not those bands in the titles, which music did inspire Nisennenmondai? 
Their friends' bands, comes the answer, and Boredoms. I broach minimalism, 
and Glenn Branca, of whom Masako's guitar style reminds me a lot. Is she a fan? 

"She doesn't know it, " Sayaka answers for her bandmate. 

"I feel in a way that they are the perfect Smalltown Supersound band," says 
Joakim Haugland of Smalltown, when I ask him how the Japanese trio fit on his 
mostly Norwegian roster. "The music has elements of avant-garde, Krautrock, 
disco, no-wave and free rock, and elements of bands that I love: ESG, Neu!, 23 
Skidoo, Sonic Youth, This Heat, Black Flag, DNA. So the band kind of summons 
both where Smalltown Supersound came from and where we are going." 

I don't believe Nisennenmondai set out to mystify -even when Katoman tells 
me, "It's not just the language, it is them", explaining that Japanese interviewers 
glean not much more from the three. It is more that they started as a band from 
a very personal year zero (their name means 'millennium bug'), and have 
obsessively refined the essence of that zero, in a way many of their no-wave 
predecessors could only have striven for. Their insularity renders them weirdly 
ahistorical, even as their songs patch together so many fragments of the past. 

Haugland hopes also to put out Destination Tol<yo, released in Japan earlier 
this year. It's more indicative of the band's current live set- psychedelic disco 
with a high-end steeliness right on the pain/pleasure divide. Yet I wonder if it is 
hard for any record to capture the combined psychic and physical energy flash of 
a Nisennenmondai live set. Sayaka agrees on the difficulty of pinning their music 
down in the studio. "We don't know how to record is the best for us," she says. 
"We have tried many ways. Now, we are trying more ways." 

www.myspace.com/nisennenmondai 




The fiercest, funniest, druggiesi, mos 

visionary American rock band of the 21st century" 

THE GUARDIAN 
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softboiledeggies 

Words: Emily Bick 

Janet Kim and Ben White are Softboiled Eggies, multi- 
talented LA multi-instrumentalists who share half their 
backing band with Ariel Pink. So I expected their music 
to be some derangement of melted cassette 
psychedelia or frosted crystal pyramid Euro synths, 
and instead got walloped by their opposite: spare, 
stretched-out emotional fogs. 

Softboiled Eggies' songs are flotation tanks of dub 
and swoon and echo. Piano lines plonk like squeaky 
floor planks. Janet's voice is yearning and perfectly 
trembly like a crushed-out irregular heartbeat. C86 
guitars don't so much jangle as brush you like moth 
wings. Sometimes dented key changes come in out 
of nowhere, and turn almost shoegazey bliss-pop into 
something sinister along the lines of the lighter 
moments ofTuxedomoon or even Throbbing Gristle. 
This is especially true in the demos on their band 
website. "We're definitely trying to keep that tension 
going," Janet says. "I'm not going for one or the other. 
It just happens very naturally, very emotionally. . . 
I don't want it to be just one thing. Mike it to have 
a twist, or layers." 

Ben records and mixes the songs, weaving in 
murky textures and voids. The music breaks down into 
what's there and what lurks in the corners. What's 
implied is maybe more important than what's in front 
of you. There are even songs with ghost lyrics. " For 
example, 'Mama Don't Cry' is pretty personal," says 
Janet, "and that has to do with ... my parents, how 
I feel about them. There are actually lyrics that are in 
the lyric sheet, but not sung." 

I ask her about the softness in the band's name, 
and where it came from. " Ben was really the one that 
came up with that. It comes from me and Ben hanging 
out in the middle of the night, having softboiled eggs, 
an intimate kind of setting between us. His mom is 
British. . .and 'Eggies' in Korean [Janet's heritage] 
means 'babies'. 

"Amongst our friends, we're kind of known for 
being sensitive, especially Ben. We're both really 'wear 
your heart on your sleeve' kind of people . . .we're not 
cynical, we're not assholes, we're nice, free and 
encouraging. Not hard-edged, just kind of soft 
people. . . kind of babies [laughs]..." 

What I like about Softboiled Eggies' music is the 
way its stew of sensitivities conjures, to me, memories 
of intense conversations between childhood friends on 
the edge of splitting up, feelings that are both spooky 
and comforting. It isn't quite twee, but I ask Janet if 
maybe there wasn't a danger of slipping from softness 
into a child-like passivity. 

"All I know is that we're both pretty childlike. . .but 
it doesn't mean you're weak because you're sensitive. 
Because you're not hard-edged doesn't mean you're 
not strong. . .things aren't so easily defined." 

www.myspace.com/thesoftboiledeggies 



the count and sinden 

Words: Anna-Marie Fitzgerald 



Downloading some mix off a hip Euro-blog. 
In a secret car-park rave at Sam. Sheltering from 
the drizzle in a tent at a festival. Wherever you've 
been partying, The Count and Sinden probably 
have something to do with what's playing. 
It's a familiar formula: baseball-capped 
production duo makes beats, takes unknown guest 
vocalist and whips it into a hit- but this isn't some 



'There's a billion 
people trying to copy 
us - it's not flattering, 
it's irritating' 



random coupling. Joshua Harvey (AKA the Count 
of Monte Cristal, AKA Herve) and Graeme Sinden 
were independently established DJs and producers 
under a gang of monikers before maestro producer 
Switch (musically) match-made the two in 2006. 

They're Essex boys with a shared passion for 
"heavy metal and grunge and bassline and garage 
and techno and house" as summed up by Josh, 
whose trademark accelerator basslines have happily 
bulldozed everyone from the Chemical Brothers to 
Michael Jackson. He brings a little pop to the 
equation, explaining an admiration for similarly 
multi-aliased (check Discogs) dance granddads Todd 
Terry, Armand van Heldenand Fatboy Slim: "I just 
assumed that was the best way to make music. " 

Meanwhile, Sinden -who was MIA's tour DJ last 
year- hosts a Kiss FM show championing global 



sounds like the Warp-signed DJ Mujava, and uses 
the format to talent-spot for off air projects too: 
"A lot of people are re-using the same voices. We're 
more into finding new artists. There's a lot of talent 
out there that don't necessarily have a platform " . 

Crossover smash 'Beeper' - created around a 
sample hook teased from (yep) 'Beeper' by Fam-Lay 
featuring Pharell, and re-vocalised in a fresh Chicago 
vernacular by Kid Sister -was such a success that 
their other projects have been temporarily sidelined 
for work on an album coming early next year. Until 
then, new EP 'Hardcore Girls' replicates the reckless 
energy that made 'Beeper' a hit, speeding up a rap 
by teenage protege Rye Rye {"I'm a really nice girl, 
you know/We should take a trip to. . . Baltimore") to 
some jacking Mr Oizo-fat beats. It showcases what 
they're all about: party-ready tracks amalgamating 
uncategorisable beats - pop? Bassline? 
Drum'n'bass? Who cares? 

Another foil is grime-scene graduate Ny (her 
Split Endz mixtapes were picked up by Sinden), 
who wraps slick r'n'b lyrics around a jungle chorus 
on 'Fool in Love'. She's also been touring with the 
duo over the summer, appearing at clubs and 
festivals as part of their live show- inspired by 
Bristol's legendary Wild Bunch soundsystem. 

Everything from Bristolian trip hop and US rap 
through to garage and dubstep has shaped The 
Count And Sinden's signature sound - and while 
they're strictly in tune with the hip-hop end of the 
dance spectrum, they make perfect pop sense too. 
And so, it's inevitable that they've inspired a swarm 
of copycats. "There's a billion people trying to copy 
us - it's not flattering, it's irritating, but it does push 
us on. We just want to try something a bit different. 
Seeing the imitators is liking walking into a hall of 
mirrors with ugly, distorted versions of yourself," 
Josh adds, with the exasperation of someone from 
the margins mistakenly placed at the centre. "I'd 
love to be what they think we are, earning an 
absolute fortune - but it's not true. We live in 
London. We sit in our rooms. We make music 
and have fun." 

www.countandsinden.com 
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THE ATP RECORDINGS CATALOGUE 



THE DRONES 

THE MINOTAUR 

+ A BRIEF RETROSPECTIVE 




THE MINOTAUR + A BRIEF RETROSPECTIVE 

out soon on limited edition 12" picture disc vinyl and digital download. 

Featuring 2 brand new tracks from the forthcoming album Havilah, 
and 4 specially chosen classic tracks from The Drones back catalogue. 

The Drones continue to do us proud with their unique brand of 

squalling folk punk.. .[it] heralds the highly anticipated fourth studio album... 

called Havilah If it is a sign let it serve as a warning for what's to come 

- [The Minotaur] hollers, screams and spits. It's a mean bitch of a song.' 

BEAT MAGAZINE 

"The Drones whip up a heady storm of garage-bred blues, 

post-punk intensity and Crazy Horse-style amp overload, in which they 

couch fevered narratives worthy of Nick Cave." 

MOJO 



FUCK BUTTONy 

COLOURS MOVE 

RELEASED 8 SEPTEMBER 2008 




Available on limited edition 1 2" and digital download only 
featuring Andrew Weatherall remix of Sweet Love for Planet Earth. 

See them live at the single launch show at Rough Trade East, September I st. 

"Adrenaline pumping, ear purging slabs of towering, pristine noise. . ." 
TIME OUT 

"One of the nnore exciting things to happen to experimental electronica in some time. ..." 
THE OBSERVER 

"Joyful symphonies that sound like they've been 

captured to tape in the depths of some psychedelic rainforest' 

NME 

"Full-on euphoria." 
UNCUT 




TICKETS ON SALE FROM BOX OFFICES VIA 

www.seetickets.conn * www.stargreen.conn * www.ticketweb.co.uk 



www.atpfestival .com 
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little boots 

Words: Hayley Avron 

Little Boots, big ideas. Engaging in 
conversation with Victoria Hesketh is like 
sticking your head in a kaleidoscope. Non- 
stop, unabashed, pausing -occasionally- 
for verification or encouragement: 
"I dunno, is that confusing...?" 

As Little Boots, she self-produces 
glamorous, but vulnerable pop. So, 'Stuck 
On Repeat' rolls in like a steam train from 
the silver screen, while 'Meddle' is even 
busier - and supremely confident. You'd 
be forgiven for thinking itwasKyliein 
the driving seat. 

Butscroll around her YouTube videos and 
you find bare bones, alone in her room with 
a piano, a web-cam, lo-fi covers of Wiley's 
'Wearin' My Rolex'. I ask where Victoria ends 
and Little Boots begins and where she feels 
most comfortable, at home, or doused in 
shimmer and synthesisers. "It's really murky 
territory. I do acoustic gigs and it confuses 
people, but the songs should stand up - 
theystart like that anyway... production is 

'Production is just as 
creative as writing' 

just as creative as writing." 

The process is more intriguing than just 
listening to the finished product. 

"Yeah, songs don't just start out in some 
machine... just press the Go button! It's me- 
showing people how, almost." 

And then you delve a little way, and 
realise Victoria was previously the singer 
from A&R indie girl band (and triumph of 
sex over substance). Dead Disco. 

"At the time, I loved it. It was the 
most important thing in the world. And 
I wouldn't be here now if I hadn't done it. 
But it was forced - and people can tell." 

The 'herstory' stretches further: Victoria 
has played in hotel lobbies, at weddings 
("playing your songs to a brick wall, pretty 
much") and with jazz bands. It's all drip-fed 
in, and she's nothing if not ambitious. 

"I'm writing pop songs and the key, 
really, is how successful they are. I wanna 
reach people back home in Blackpool and 
everywhere, not just a couple of hundred 
cool kids on the internet." 

Fuelled by her upbringing on the 
Northern seaside, (" it's so dark. . . it's a 
really dark place") and with grand plans 
for her live shows - girl's got a Theremin ! 
Girl's got a Tonorien ! - Little Boots is ready 
to walk on. 

www.littlebootsmusic.co.uk/blog 




I'acephale 

Words: Louis Pattison 

Illustration: French 



"I think music is a viral infection. Someone runs 
across certain influences, and those influences 
interact with other influences. But I think that what 
people respond to with black metal is specifically the 
mystique of the 'true' classic black metal, which 
certainly has its allure." 

Once a six-strong band based in Portland in the 
Pacific Northwest, L'Acephale is presently just one 



'Calling yourself 
True Black Metal or 
whatever means shit' 



man, Brian Booty, operating in isolation from 
Corvallis amidst the hills of rural Oregon. But Booty 
is no Xasthur sort, painted misanthrope glowering 
from behind a filthy windowframe. "I moved with 
my wife so that I can help her go through a 
Doctorate program at Oregon State University," 
he explains. " It is an hour and a half's drive from 
Portland so the 'band', as in performing live, has 
been on hold." If this isn't the grimmest backstory, 
it's at least appropriate for L'Acephale, for whom the 
pursuit of knowledge is everything. For a decade. 
Booty worked in Powell's, the largest independent 
book store in the US, tending to the philosophy 
section and honing an intellectual worldviewthat 
rejects the more unpleasant politics of his key black 
metal influences -caustic Ukranian nationalists 
Hate Forest and Drudkh -for a philosophy 



encompassing science, spirituality, and clarity of 
thought. "What I would constitute of as an 
'intellectual elite' would be people engaged with a 
deeper level of life, " he says. "Those who see - and 
those who devote their lives to that pursuit. " 

Taking its name from the early 20th Century 
esoteric circle founded by French philosopher 
Georges Bataille, L'Acephale is actually just the latest 
incarnation in Booty's path to knowledge. His first 
band, acoustic BM band Hexenhammer, played its 
first shows in 1 989. "We played two consecutive 
Summer Solstices at a place called Witch's Castle, a 
small ruined rock building along a creek in a 
Portland park. We played at dusk, in candle light, in 
black cloaks with corpse paint, and the singer held 
rusty weapons." Following Hexenhammer, Booty 
played in the band Hail alongside Carl Annala, a 
veteran of West Coast noise rock bands who also 
served a short stint in Dylan Carlson's Earth. It was 
Hail that sparked Booty's interest in Tibetan ritual 
music. "We used recordings of Tibetan Monks on a 
couple of Hail tracks," explains Booty. "I wanted to 
fuse the cyclical breathing reed drones along with 
the guitar drones, which I think are very similar. " 
This Tibetan influence rears its head again on 
LAcephale's Malefeasance, out now on Aurora 
Borealis. A quantum leap from the blasted BM of 
its predecessor, Mord UndTotsdag, Malefeasance' s 
buzzsaw guitars and parched vocals segue into 
Finnish rune song, Tibetan ritual singing, martial 
folk and lengthy ambient and classical segments 
inspired by the work of Henryk Gorecki and 
Krzysztof Penderecki. 

" My songs and recordings are just a string of 
pieces made over time to satiate the unquenchable 
desire to mash together interests sonically," says 
Booty. It's a spirit of miscegenation that might seem 
at odds with black metal's glorification of the 'pure', 
but Booty is little bothered. "Calling yourself True 
Black Metal or whatever means shit. If someone 
thinks they can claim authenticity by conjoining 
those three words then fuck them. I could care less 
about being KVLT I follow my own path. " 

www.myspace.com/lacephale 
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SWff T LOVE 

Words: Andrew Hung and Ben Power 
Illustration: Vincent Vanoli 



Fuck Buttons get close 
and personal with the 
West Coast of America - 
and tour-mates Mogwai 



3 September, Portland 

We arrived in Portland yesterday. Met our friend and 
tour manager Karin at the airport, and she takes 
us to the Doug Fir lounge, where our hotel for the 
night is. Mogwai are also staying there, so we wait 
for them and have a few drinks. Jetlagged. Couldn't 
sleep at all on the connecting flight from Chicago to 
Portland, thanks to two couples comparing their 
newly born babies at volume. They seem to be 
engaged in a bit of one-upmanship using their kids 
to do so. Real fucked up. "Little Bobby'sjust been to 
see his grandma in Michigan, and now he's going to 
Disneyland..." etc, etc. Nice one. So we rest, and 
wake today feeling a little more fresh. 

Head to the Roseland Theatre in Portland for 
our first show. It's a great place, and we even get 
the vanilla soya milk we ask for on our rider. John 
Cummings is doing our 
sound (as he will for the 
rest of the tour) and the 
volume is fucking 
screaming. I have 
tinnitus after 
soundcheck. I have 
a feeling I'm gonna 
have to ask people to 




repeat themselves a lot when this tour is done. One 
kid asks me what our band sounds like when I'm sat 
at the merch booth, and he tells me he's going to 
start a mosh pit. He didn't, but he did buy a T-shirt. 
Another tells me that he thinks we sound like "black 
metal techno-drone", which I actually quite like. 

6 September, Vancouver 

Victoria last night. The Show was at Sugar, and it 
was great to go back as last time we were there - 
just a few months ago - we had a great reception. 
This time was no different. 

I think we might have accidentally started a war 
with Mogwai. Barry wrote something mean about 
us in his blog, comparing us to Alvin And The 
Chipmunks, which escalated to sex organs made 
out of fruit being left in each other's dressing rooms. 



There's a distinct iacic of wildlife so 
far, apart from the standard dead 
stuff you get by the side of the road 




14 1 plan b 



«tMh^^^ 



All very adult. I think we're going to get it tonight 
in Vancouver, so perhaps we need to come up with 
adequate retaliation in advance. OursplittourCD 
with Mogwai is selling really well, even though we 
are only selling them as CD-Rs at the moment, 
because finished records with artwork don't arrive 
for a few more days. Martin Bulloch and I spend a 
good few hours hand-drawing Mogwai and Fuck 
Buttons logos onto all the sleeves. It's a beautiful 
crossing on the ferry to Vancouver this morning. 
We were assured that there was a high chance we'd 
see some killer whales, but they were a total no- 
show. We even got leopard seals last time, but 
there's a distinct lack of wildlife so far. Apart from 
the standard dead stuff you get by the side of the 
road -but that's not really as good, is it? 

7 September, San Francisco 

A 1 6 hour drive from Vancouver to San Francisco, 
all in one day -we arrive at three in the morning. 
I spend a lot of the time reading Get In The Van by 
Henry Rollins. Funny to see how Rollins gets more 
and more hateful as his life on the road gets more 
intense. I hope that doesn't happen to Andy and 
I, and we start to cut ourselves up before shows. 
Anyway, it seems they made a lot of the same trips 
as we are on this tour, so I find it fun to pass the 
time. Show was amazing last night in Vancouver. 
It was a sell-out, and Mogwai play 'Mogwai Fear 
Satan', which is always a delight. (BP) 

September 8 

I wake up on a sofa with my laptop in my hand, and 
Conrad from Devastations is already pushing a 
YouTube video into my face via Gmail chat. It's the 
video of Noel Gallagher getting pushed offstage. 
His accompanying words are "Don't let some cunt 
do this to Ben ..." The first cigarette outside a house 
in a quiet suburb of San Francisco feels strangely 
nostalgic, and all that is missing is a cup of coffee. 
We head to Haight Street, an area that seems to be 
full of dossers, and eat some nice food in one of the 
many idiosyncratic cafes. Afterward, we arrive at the 
venue for a joint interview with Mogwai -well, just 
Barry and Martin. We end up messing around quite 
a bit, insinuating we met Barry at a speed-dating 
agency. Which is true, of course, and the efficient 
temporariness of the encounter made him appear 
quite tolerable. 

The show goes well. We end up playing a new 
track that we only finished writing last week, and it 
was super enjoyable. Mogwai are great as always. 
We're tired, so we pack up and get back to the hotel 




in record time. And here I am, writing to you, watching Ryan Stiles on Whose 
Line is it Anyway? It's at the end of the day before you fall asleep, when 
introspection creeps into your thoughts and you can afford a retrospective smile. 
Which makes you feel a bit stupid when you're watching the pile of shit that's on 
the television. See you tomorrow, LA. (AH) 

9 September , Los Angeles 

We awoke to the same old anonymous phone call, the one I requested to wake 
us up at this ungodly hour. It's a six-hour drive today to LA. Ben fell asleep 
yesterday with a beer bottle in his hand. That's my boy. 

Karin arrives to pick us up. Her last name is Sung, but Barry at ATP misread 
her name once and called her 'Snug', and since then she's had that nickname 
throughout the ATP contingent. A staple joke for this tour has been 
incorporating her nickname into a variety of other names. Snugsville, Snuggy 
Pops, Snug Features, etc. today it was Sir Snugalot of the Round Table. 

Onto the highway with my headphones on. Music always makes more sense 
on the road, as foreign lands pass by. It's the best time to indulge in music, 
almost like you're listening to it in its natural habitat; the road acts like its very 
own timeline. I've been listening to Boards Of Canada's Campfire Headphase 
recently. I was quick to dismiss it at first, but I think my appreciative tools have 
matured somewhat. When you're doing a lot of downloading, it's quite easy to 
overload on one album, but out here I'm very much enjoying listening to certain 
artists for days on end. It's a very strange, very interesting time we're going 
through at the moment, in the world of music consumption. And it's important 
to have an understanding of the little world in which one individually indulges 
music, otherwise it can become alien, and that's just not fun. 

We arrive at the venue and pick up the Mogwai boys to go pick up some free 
shoes. I've always been faintly tempted by the idea of a pair of hi-tops and so 
what better time to indulge that faint desire than when it's free? As it turns out, 
the faintness of my desires are warranted, which is to say they're pretty hideous. 

The Wiltern in LA is enormous. The stage itself is bigger than a lot of the 
venues we play! Mogwai finishes sound-check and John waits to sound-check 
us. I do worry about John being overstressed because he has the hardest day out 
of everyone; sound-checking with Mogwai, sound-checking for us, engineering 
our performance and then onstage with Mogwai. When Mogwai asked us to 
play with them, we were overjoyed, but had to make sure we could afford it 
first. That was when John told us that he'd do the sound for us for free, if that 
made the difference between us doing the tour or not. It was very touching 
when I read that email and it isjust one example ofthat man's generosity. 

The show goes great. There is a little pit in the front where the first 1 00 
people need a wrist band to get into. Apparently it's the "dance pit" . The new 
song is getting better and better. 

It's Ben's birthday at the stroke of midnight. Ben has asked Mogwai if they'll 
play 'Xmas Steps' tomorrow for his birthday, and Stuart tells them that they're 
going to practise it in their soundcheck because they don't play it normally. This 
must be such an incredible feeling for Ben, who absolutely adores Mogwai (as 
do I of course). He used to be in an instrumental rock group, and at the time the 
influence of Mogwai on Ben was very visible. I'm amazed at least. 

We end up back at our friend's house for late drinks, with Jake and Jupiter 
from HEALTH and Jacob from The Mae Shi. The night gets very messy. I have 
video footage of representatives of all three bands singing a made-up power 
ballad called 'Girl (Remember)'. When the last whiskey is drained from the bottle 
and everyone has left already, I have my last cigarette before slumber. (AH) 




playlist: first up! 

Words: Felicia Andersson 

Illustration: JohnCei Douglas 

Lazee 

Heartless 

Never been a fan of Swedish hip-hop, but 
Lazee, Adam Tensta and HenokAchido have 
really changed the scene for me, infusing it 
with other genres such as house and grime. 
Make sure to check out Lazee and Adam 
Tensta on the remix of Kano's 'Hustler'. This 
track is from Lazee's debut album Setting 
Standards d^r^d. is a bombastic drum'n'bass/ 
grime-ish story. 

Tl featuring Kanye West, Jay-Z, 
and Lil Wayne 

Swagger Like Us 

Tl was not happy about the 
early leak of this track, but 
I sure was. The sampling 
of MIA's 'Paper Planes' is 
a stroke of genius. Even 
50Centjumpedonthe 
paper plane with a remix. 

DJ Diamond Kuts featuring 
Dwizz, Pumpkin and Casino 

Salt, Pepper, Ketchup And Hot Sauce 
(DJ Diamond Kuts Remix) 

Philly's number one DJ touches up this 
former Dwizz banger with 1 5-year old rapper 
Pumpkin, among others. Kuts' debut album 
Her Story in Tlie MalcingmW be something 
out of the ordinary. Bmore at its finest. 

Pitbull featuring Lil Jon 

Krazy 

Pitbull and Lil Jon team up again, but 
instead of jumping on the Daft Punk- 
sampling bandwagon, Lil Jon samples the 
techno hit 'Cream' by Frederico Franchi. 
The outcome is surprisingly good, almost 
anew'Culo'. 

Roll Deep featuring Janee 

Do Me Wrong 

Without Janee, this track would be dull 
as dishwater. Now, thanks to the girl who 
sports some of the finest bangs I've ever 
seen, it's not.The return of the big money 
sound, for sure. 



Wiley 

In The Summertime (Crookers Remix) 

Can't say thatWiley is ahead of his game 
nowadays, with this tardy Daft Punk 
sample, but Italian duo Crookers actually 
makes this track bearable. Now it's just for 
Wiley to climb of his high horse and get 
back to work; stop being a silly cunt on the 
RWD forum, a prick on stage and making 
lame responses aimed at Dizzee as payback 
for'Pussy'ole'. 

R Kelly 

Screamer 

When will Kellz be running out of sexual 
topics, one wonders? Probably never: the 
upcoming album 12 Play: 4th Quarterjust 



R Kelly oozes flesh, 
genitalia, and 
testosterone 



oozes flesh, genitalia and testosterone. 
'Screamer' lacks sexual noises but it's one of 
the best tracks from the record either way. 

The Count And Sinden 
featuring Rye Rye 

Hardcore Girls 

First it was 'Beeper' with Kid Sis, and now 
here's another neat blend from the finest of 
America and the UK. 

Afrikan Boy 

Flap Your Clothing 

Afrikan Boy proves he's more than a funny 
sidekick to MIA with a lost Visa. Fresh-out- 
the-kitchen mixtape The Rise Of Captain 
/Ifra includes so many hot joints. This one 
is produced by the almighty RadioClit. 

Ghetto featuring Tamzin 

Sing For Me 

One of the best production to come out of 
the grime scene ever?! One of the most 
memorable anyway, all thanks to Rude Kid. 

Visit First Up! at www. firstup.se 
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guided tour: those dancing days 

Words: kicking_k 
Photography: Simon Fernandez 



Sweden's Those Dancing Days are freshly graduated 
and ready to enter the workforce. Their first job? 
To bring back classic pop, recorded with the care 
of good students in "an old, small studio in 
Stockholm" by their "best friend" and sound 
engineer, who also tours with them. Cue: the reedy 
meander of Sixties garage keys (Lisa), drums that 
shiver- hard (Cissi), buoyant bass (Mimmi), 
unexpectedly deep vocals - in all senses (Linnea) and 
guitar lines that rise like water (Rebecka). 

I spoke to the latter about their album they made 
in the holidays. 

falling in fall 

"I wrote the lyrics: it's about falling in love-in 
autumn." And here! raise an issue from our 
Stockholm correspondent. Miss AM P - who says 
Swedish boys don't flirt. "No..." Does that make 
things difficult? "It's more like-you don't know 
what they're thinking." She sounds more amused 
than frustrated. Later, in 'Duet Under Water' ("A 
love song for fish") Linnea will sing "I know you 
can 't speak/You are that kind of creature talking 
tlirougli your eyes. . . " 

I guess we in the UK see Sweden as a 
progressive, liberal place, I say (whirring for simpler 
synonyms, mindful I've edged into non-second 
language words). Does that make it harder to rebel? 
" I don't think we ever really wanted to. . . rebel ..." 
Counterpoint-wise, she picks her way through their 
self-titled theme song, which lists what the newly 
formed band wanted to happen (mostly dancing, 
loving and not existing). 

I guess you can save anger for your second 
album. "Yes! " she laughs, "When we go crazy! " 



run run 

What sounds like an account of a daytrip to the 
country in which the wild, wide sky "makes me 
forget how to think" (it's not all sappy: "Kill flowers 
in someone's garden/But I don 't care, / am free. " A 
bit like living next door to Camus as a capricious, 
reality-testing adolescent, maybe?) 

On that note, I ask how they're seen in Sweden 
as compared to the UK: "I think we are most 
popular in the UK. In Sweden we were the new 
thing, but I think there are - newer things now. . . " 

shuffle 

"The lyrics are all titles of other songs, " Rebecka 
notes. When I ask where they got them from, she 
says by comparing iPods (and suddenly their own 
title makes sense). 



"I don't think we ever 
really wanted to... 



rebel...' 



Some of those trafficked: (multiple) Beatles, 
Velvet Underground, Bloc Party, New Order and 
Take That. When I ask if that's because they're some 
of their favourite bands, she hmms inconclusively, 
and I wonder if the idea of a precious few who 
reflect you is at all relevant to someone born in the 
Nineties, who can't remember a time before 1 20GB 
of musical history fitted in her pocket. Nowadays 
the current chart isjust one list among many; history 
is itself unfolded, lateral. 

hitten 

It's one of the clearest-headed coming-of-ages 
I've ever heard in song -from a Stockholm 
schoolgirl (since graduated) who sings with this 
inherited, unearned world-weariness,this unrealistic 
prescience, a predictive text, a Cassandra. 



It starts by appealing for advice - "Slow down, 
please, s/owc/own"- feeling addressed to the 
seasons, to the years, to her own body and others. 
A guitar strum almost like a desultory hair-brushing, 
an organ line caffeinating at the opposite end of the 
scale, kind of churchy, buttoo alone and skinny. 

"Tell me, please, tell me/What to do, now that 
I know myself /Do you really think I could rely on 
this new person I have become/Do you really think 
I give a damn now that I can do whatever I want. " 

To summon so much weight, to capture a wing- 
blur even as it bursts into flight.She's changing as 
she's writing. 

super hero suits 

I'm pondering (silently) if their retro tendencies 
make for music their parents (and even 
grandparents) can understand - and if that's such an 
awful thing. And whether it alienates them from 
their peers (I read a quote online with at least one 
abominating a school function for playing 
contemporary dance music). 

Here, for the album's self-conscious finale, five 
heads nod toward a gingerbread New Order epic 
('World In Motion' is namechecked in 'Shuffle'). 
Rebecka was "really, reallyjealous of the lyrics", but 
at pains to point out they're not literal (like I'm a 
simpleton, which is what I get for keeping my 
syllable-count down). I ask if they feel like a gang, 
but I don't think she approves of the idea: " I think 
we are more like... siblings." 

With its slow builds and guest spots, it's really the 
first song of the next album. Well-adjusted, equal- 
tempered, it's kind of -grown-up -but not so 
much that they haven't forgotten they owe the 
adventure - past, present and future - squarely to 
each other. 

"We can fly above the ground/Until one of us lets 
go" Linnea sings and bandmates, audience and 
interviewer spiral in the updraft. Horns ooze like 
early morning sun as everyone concentrates on 
dancing as hard and fast as they're able without 
ever breaking formation. "P/ease don't let go. " 

www.myspace.com/thosedancingdays 
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PDlarBear 



"Musicians at the peak of their creativity" 

Irish Independent 4**** 
"Reconfiguring elements of modern musical history 

to endlessly intriguing effect" Time Out 4**** 
"A triumph" Independent 4**** 

08-Oct London - Rough Trade Store 020 7392 7790 

11 -Oct Hovingham - The Shed 01653 6684?^ 

1 2-Oct Newcastle - Cluny 0191 230 44 , -r 

14-Oct Bristol - The Croft 0117 987 4144 

15-Oct Leeds - The Wardrobe 0113 383 8800 

16-Oct London - Kings place 0844 264 0321 

1 7-Oct Tunbridge Wells - Trinity Theatre 01 892 678 678 

1 8-Oct Coventry - Taylor John's House 024 7655 9958 

22-Oct Brighton - Komedia 01273 647100 

23-Oct Liverpool - The Bluecoat 0151 702 5324 

25-Oct Colchester - Lakeside Theatre 01 206 573948 

04-Nov Norwich - Norwich Arts Centre 01603 660352 



WWW. PolarBearMusic . com 



Black Carrot 

"Drink The Black Forest" 
released 3rd November 



unique sound nods towards Beefheart and Pere Ubu 
but is shot through with flavours of New York jazz 
skronk, and the loosest, funkiest Krautrock. 
"Truly inspired musicians" - Jean Herve Peron/Eaust 

On tour with Baby Dee and P&ul Curreri 



25-Nov Aberdeen, Tunnels 

26-Nov Glasgow, Arches 

27-Nov Birmingham, Glee Club 

28-Nov Leeds 

29-Nov Coventry, Taylor Johns 

30-Nov Brighton, Freebutt 

w ww.blackcarrot .net 



3-Dec Dublin, Whelans 

lub 4- Dec Galway, Rosin Dubh 

5-Dec Dublin, Whelans 

ins 6-Dec Belfast 



Adrian Crowley 

"Long Distance Swimmer" 

"Like Nick Drake stnmg-out on the minor chords 
and major catastrophes in the lives of Low." 

PLAN B MAGAZINE 

"This is a wonderful albimi" 

SUNDAY TIMES «« 

"Full of imassimiing triimiphs" 

DAILY EXPRESS**** 

"Emphatically lovely" 



London Rough trade instore 
London - Roundhouse 



I iJ/fS! iqari if<^ P-^<^ 




Baby Dee - Tour Dates 



NOVEMBER 




DECEMBER 


25-Nov 


Aberdeen, 


Tunnels 


1-Dec London, Festival He 


26-Nov 


Glasgow, / 


\rches 


2-Dec London, Union Cha 


27-Nov 


Birminghai 


Ti, Glee Clu 


b 3-Dec Dublin, Whelans 


28-Nov 


Leeds 




4-Dec Galway, Rosin Dub 


29-Nov 


Coventry, 


Taylor John 


s 5-Dec Dublin, Whelans 


30-Nov 


Brighton, F 


-reebutt 


6-Dec Belfast 



Devon Sproule 

"Keep Your SHver Shined" 

Album of the Yeax - When I reviewed Keep Your SUver Shined 



npanion, but it has. Co 



conventionally rooted in jazz, coui 
dammit, she has the best times and the 



aains etched in my memory as one of the most enjoyable Uve 
:s I've seen. Watch this sdrl soar. - THE GUARDIAN 
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Paid Curreri 

"The Velvet Rut" 



"These songs sparkle like stars on a cold night' 



2-Dec London, 



Shows at Ta^<w ^^^S^ 

Msho^ at l^U^^^oWs House, Cov^^ ^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^ 

, 0-Oct LETS W"ES:^^,:,"J'S ANGEL 8pn. doors / £5 adv 

17-Oot FOUND MAGAZINE ©THE™ gpm doors / £12.50 adv 

18-Oot POLAR BEAR . ^'f^'^.^J" PETER BRODER.CK 8pm doors / £6 adv 

24-Oot OUAFUR ABNU<-DS . FINN^ PET ^ ^^ ^^ 

3.0. BAOARBROS_,O^M^^RA^,,%^^3^,,.,3^ 



8-Nov 
15-Nov 
16-Nov 
21 -Nov 
23-Nov 
29-Nov 
22-Dec 
9-Mar 09 



ASAF S.RKUS . SUPPORT Bpm d°-s M ^^^^ ^ ^^ ^ ^,^ 

CHARUE ^«"\«'-^:,XG;°S?. XMAS UGHTS 8pm doors / £7 adv 
vnUTHMOVIES + ADAM GNAuc -r 

LED BIBB . SUPP0RT8pm ''°°^'l^^%^ REBELLION 8pm doors / £8 adv 
SeARWATER ;^^-5^-^^^^^^^ Spm doors / £1 adv 

BABY DEE . PAUL CURRER. ^^^^^ ^ ^^ ^^^ 

rArRfBr:s;"r8p:doors.£.oadv 



9-Mar 09 MARK RIBU i + , . .^ ,,lr 



Tin Angel Records 

The Tin AneiRl. Snon StT¥*fit. ^*^ Covfintrv Tfil! 024 7655 9958 www.tina.neifilrf»oords.oo.nk 



Tm ANGEL 



The Tin Angel, Spon Street, 



Coventry Tel: 024 7655 9958 www.tinangelreoords.oo.uk X^5^ 
Distributed By Shellshook www.shellshook.oo.uk I RECORDS 



^^^h 
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inthemix...kano 

Interview: Ben Mechen 



I 



Notorious BIG: Juicy 

"This one is all about the lyrics. As an MC coming up, 
you understand what it means: 'It was alia dream/ 
I used to read Word Up magazine/Salt' n 'Pepa and 
Heavy D up in the limousine'. It's about making that 
journey to the top, about where you come from." 

Heartless Crew: Heartless Theme 

"This is such an important track. It was so big when 
it was out, and it was made for a UK audience, which 
really appealed. Mighty Moe, one of their MCs, has 
been a big inspiration for me. His style and flow was 
so different, which is what I want from myself too." 

Buju Banton: Champion 

" My family are Jamaican, and when I first heard 
dancehall I fell in love. Buju was really the first artist 
whose records I would buy and play He could do so 
much with his voice. I try to incorporate dancehall into 
my own stuff, and it was a massive inspiration for my 
last album, London Town." 

UK Apache with Shy FX: Original Nuttah 

" I never got to be a jungle MC- too young. I grew up 
more around garage. But I used to listen to jungle a lot. 
This is my favourite track from that era. It's got that UK 
sound, a big heavy bassline. I was so proud when we 
did a remix with both Shy FX and UK Apache." 

Wiley: Eskimo 

"At that point, a lot was changing. 'Eskimo' was the 
first track to really say 'these guys are different'. It was 
beyond garage, and became legendary - everywhere 
from pirate radio to the clubs - with no vocal ! It was 
like when Timbaland came out with those early tracks 
with Missy and Aaliyah. It taught me not to be scared 
ofexperimenting, to avoid formula." 

The Streets: Original Pirate Material 

" I was into this album a lot. He broke it down - it 
became more like poetry than anything else. But what 
really inspired me how this track sounded out on tour, 
where he played it with a full band. I went out with him 
on my first support tour, when I was real young, and 
it just opened my eyes. So when I did my last big tour, 
I took a band with me too. . . " 

Kano: Hustler 

"This is the first single off my new album 140 Grime 
Street- basically my own version of 'Juicy'. The first 
verse is all about how I've been in this since I was 1 5, 
always on the airwaves, or in the clubs. The second 
verse is about now, being 22 and still doing it. Plus the 
beat is wicked ! Now that I'm working independently in 
terms of my label, I can just go with my gut feeling on 
what sounds right. And this track is big right now - 
clubs, radio, everywhere." 

www.ka-no.com 




max tundra 

Words: Pil and Galia Kollectiv 



Our interview with Max Tundra starts in a 
spectacularly un-rock'n'roll way, discussing RSI 
treatments and our Olympus recording device, 
which he correctly identifies as "Tottenham Court 
Road". Such off-the-shelf throwaway technology 
doesn't appeal to the man who's practically married 
to the computer he's had since he was thirteen: 
"My Amiga isso integral to howl make music. 



'Most of the songs 
I remix I don't like that 
much, or hate' 



I bought it with the money I got for my Bar Mitzvah, 
and never bothered to learn another software - 1 
hate that everyone's using the same software. " 

"A lot of music is too simple, and not really 
making good use of what you can do. It's like eight 
people playing the exact same note on the cello, 
instead of using different instruments and different 
notes. I want to give people something with a bit 
more longevity I'm only using the Amiga and I have 
a limited studio (because that's what I can afford) 
but my music is very intricate and layered. That's 
why it takes me six years to produce an album." 

But if all this talk of studio wizardry has you 
picturing some reclusive knob-twiddler, think again: 
Tundra cites the myriad distractions of London as his 
main excuse for procrastination, and it's this broad 
frame of reference that defines his music, which 



often sounds like a toxic fusion of bottom-of-the- 
bargain-bin CDs that have somehow fused, 
transformer-like, into a mega-hit monster and 
triumphantly surfaced at the top. 

"I'm influenced by everything. I'm inspired by 
rubbish that I hear on the radio. Most of the songs 
I remix I don't like that much, or hate. I find it really 
hard to remix songs I love. The world is saturated 
with music, people are swamped by choice and are 
afraid to dig deeper than a few radio shows or a few 
MySpace pages." Not that Tundra is innocent: we 
quickly find out he shares our predilection for the 
online radio/shopping experience, WFMU open in 
one window and eBay, for bidding on records that 
appear on the show, in another. 

So what's your most recent discovery? 

"I really like the new Andrew WK album, Close 
Calls With Brick Walls. I ignored him when he first 
came out because of that infamous bloody NME 
cover, but I heard him on WFMU not knowing 
it was him and it blew me away " 

What is it about that cheesy Seventies 
production that appeals to you? Are you trying 
to look back to this unique point in the history 
of pop where the musician was an auteur, 
a composer and writer as well as performer? 

" I guess I'm just a smooth kind of guy But yeah, 
you didn't use to have this separation between 
producer and pop musician. Each and every Billy 
Joel song is a pastiche of a different style - it's so 
different to the bland music of today. I love the 
smooth production of Seventies rock bands like 
Steely Dan and Phoenix; Gameboy-type noises 
leave me cold. The 8-bit is such a specific sound. 
You recognise it too easily Piano and strings and 
guitars are organised so beautifully on a Steely Dan 
album: it's relaxing even though it's so ambitious". 

You're not appropriating it ironically... 

"A lot of people I get compared to like to just 
mess around and experiment in the studio. I have 
a melody already in my head when I get to work 
on a song. The structure is really important to me. 
I'm tota//y against irony I'm completely sincere!" 

www.maxtundra.com 



18 1 plan b 




is:! j|' 





The full-length sequel to 2007 's breakthrough album The Stage Names, 
featuring the single "Lost Coastlines." 

"Sweetly sung songs of meta self-loathing" — Village Voice 

"Drama stoked by Mr. Sheff 's fearlessly disheveled voice: crooning like Morrissey, 
quavering like David Byrne, cracking, aching." — The New York Times 

"A second tour de force about the collateral damage of fame." — Entertainment Weekly 

"[Okkervil River] are a band poised for greatness, and The Stand Ins may very well 
be the record to take them there." — Popmatters 



CD and LP out now. www.jagjaguwar.com | www.okkervilriver.com 
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the void 




Words: Jesse Darlin', David 
McNamee, Ringo P Stacey 
and kicking_k 

Illustration: Nick White 



As summer shuffles off. Plan B's gallant realtime critics 
prepare themselves for a fall 




Vector Lovers 

Ping-Pong (Soma) 

Techno from Scotland lasting 1 minutes. 
Will their attention spans stretch all the 
waytotheend? 

Jesse:Too fucking long. I deleted all of my 

1 0-minute tracks on principle. 

David: Vector Lovers' biggest song got 1 ,299 

plays in the last six months on Last.fm.That 

technically makes them superior to most 

indie bands. 

Kick: It's in yr blood, jigglin' yr plasma. 

Ringo: OK, it slams, I'll listen through the 

second minute. 

Jesse: It's making me feel stoned. Seriously. 

I don't understand techno but occasionally 

I feel it. 

David: I see a square shape rushing towards 

me. And I go through it. And I sigh. 

Kick: What are we doing, people? We've 

WASTED OUR LIVES! We should have been 

into geometry all this time! 

Ringo: Speak for yourself (and this is 

advanced pharmacology not geometry). 

David: It would be like an air guitar version of 

the greatest porn pic in the world ever Which 

is a poodle-haired dude. Stickin' his winky 

into a girl. While playing an Ibanez guitar 

And doing a guitarsolosexface. 

Johnny Foreigner 

Salt, Peppa and Spinderella 
(Best Before) 

This Birmingham trio are making 
increasing waves on the internet, so it 
seemed time to assess the bandwagon 
before eitherjumping on orwaving it past. 
The name is horrible. The music...? 
Kick:They sound better when I have drunk 
a single beer 

Jesse: Sounds hipster and whateverish. 
David:'Salt, Peppa And Spinderella' has 
garnered a lowly 348 plays on Last.fm in the 
last six months. 



Kick: Aw, I'm liking their interplay. He's 
speechifying, and she's all do-do-do - until 
a sudden burst into pirranhacore! 
Ringo: Are we at the rap yet? 
Kick: We could say it maybe takes the Help 
She Can't Swim sound and simplifies it. . . ? 
David: I miss Help She Can't Swim. 
Jesse: "We've got our answerphones on. " 
The lyrics piss me off, man. White angst 
and affluent boredom and online 
social networking... 
Ringo: Didn't they learn anything from 
Salt'n'Pepa? [Thinks] They should put a 
donkonit. 

Myra Davies and Gudrun Gut 

The Girl Suite EP(Monika) 

'Created with support form The Canada 
Council Spoken Word and Storytelling 
Program'. Damn, that's civilised. 

David: I find Gudrun Gut so fucking nudge- 
nudge wink-wink. I hated Chicks On Speed. 
Jesse: Shoopy Laurie Anderson avant-hard- 
on (but a bit groovier). I like me a bit of 
nudge-nudge wink-wink. 
Ringo:This is middle-aged wrinkly sexmusik. 
She's relishing each word. 
Kick: Where wd you listen to this? 
Jesse: Maybe doing a bit of light housework. 
I have to admit, I do quite like it. 
David: It reminds me of Baz Luhrmann. 
Ringo: NO-that was horribly glib, this 
is deliciously confusing. 
Jesse: She's a nasty old dame but she's 
shakin'itdown. 

Kick: Yeah - that's it, actually - it's snowbird 
muzak. Like: cars turn people into 
psychopaths; computers turn people into. . . 
polymorphous perverts? 
David: 863 plays/last six months/Last.fm 
Jesse: It's about a teen delinquent gal who 
0Dsat17. 

Kick: My mum's on the internet now. This 
song is making me worried for her 



Robert Wyatt and Bertrand 
Burgalat 

This Summer Night (Domino) 

Serial collaborator Burgalat gets his warm 
French hands on one of this isles' cultural 
treasures and coaxes him on to an 
unexpectedly smooth, uptempo number. 

Ringo: Is Rober Wyatt feeling 

hooooorrrrrnyyyy? 

Jesse:Jesus,StevieWonderwould be proud. 

Kick: A cruise ship. . .dance. . .in the bay. . .of 

an ancient port..? 

Ringo: Jam And Lewis would be proud. 

Or Girls Aloud. I always knew Robert Wyatt 

was too cool for all that avant-garde bullshit 

people try to mingle him with. 

David: Sounds a bit like Badly Drawn Boy. 

Ringo: Oh David, you sure know how to kill 

the passion. 

Kick: Guitar burrs, classy jazz touches. . . 

David: BUT Robert Wyatt is in at number 

one with 3,261 plays on Last.fm! 

Kick: Single of the fucking month. 

David: It feels kind of a bit forced in the 

wrong ways. And the chorus is a bit non. 

Ringo: I think it needs a happy hardcore 

remix.TO MAKE IT PERFECT 

David: Have you got any Metallica? 

The Count And Sinden (feat 
Rye Rye) 

Hardcore Girls (Domino) 

Hot LDN producers gang the hell up with 
a Baltimore 1 7 year-old who was one of 
MIA's live dancers. JME offers bars of 
advice on the B-side. 

Jesse:Totallyslappy. I don't even want 
to write about it. I just wanna dance. 
Kick: Blog house needs vocalists to focus it. 
Ringo: Crunchy, sharp beats, but they fail or 
succeed on the quality of their MCs and this 
woman is HARDCORE, as she says. 
Jesse: She's not hardcore. She's cutecore. 
Crunchycore. Like a Cox's Orange Pippin. 



Ringo: I'm sure if you stepped to her she'd 
proved exacf/yhow hardcore she is. 
Kick: It sounds like a fruit machine refusing to 
pay out, try after try after try.lt's total club - 
bass, and darkness, and sweat -that's all - 
and enough. 

Anthony Reynolds with Vashti 
Bunyan and Charlotte Grieg 

Bees Dream Of Flowers (Hungry Hill) 

He, ex of Jack (the band); she, from the 
Sixties, via Animal Collective. 

David: I was listening to Anthony's first 

album today. I was so completely driven by 

hate for him for such a long time. And then 

I realised that I actually love him. And he's 

written so many awful songs. . . 

Jesse: David, David, there you go again with 

that hate of yours... 

David: ... but so many amazing ones too. 

Jesse: I'm BLAH ofVashti Bunyan. 

Kick: SHE'S SUCHASYMBOUC FIGURE, 

ISN'T SHE? Like, whether she likes it or not, 

her life story has a STORY and a MEANING. 

Ringo: I like her interviews more. 

Jesse: I find it too earnest, but it's pretty as 

hell. She's got the credulous wonder, but 

there's something sad and weathered in 

there, the received pronunciation of 

someone born earlier 

Kick: I mean, it is nice - it's very nice - but is 

it easily nice? 

David: Not as easily as it could be? Her voice 

is still a bit of a drawbridge (it would turn a 

lot of folks away). 

Kick: Sometimes I feel manipulated by pretty 

songs which are also melancholy. 

Ringo:This is one for the tenth can of beer 

Jesse:The great thing about Vashti Bunyan, 

as opposed to something like Bat For Lashes, 

is the quality of having been around the 

fuckin' block a few times. 

Ringo: I find her optimism more remarkable 

than the sadness. I hear it, I do. 
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The underground is 
irrelevant 



Jesse:Well, that's it: PERSPECTIVE. 
David: I can't really think of anything wrong 
with this song. 
Kick: You couldn't really dry hump to it. 

Skreintax 

Breathe (Dented) 

Being a collaboration between Ringo's 
beloved Skrein, and - he says - 'the 
somewhat less remarkable Dr Syntax'. 

Kick:This feels a bit. . .trip-hop? A bit. . . 

edges sanded off? 

Ringo: I love the way he sounds like he's 

trying to suppress a giggle. 

David: It sounds a bit 'Concrete Schoolyard' 

(note: as a white person, I love Jurassic 5). 

Kick: Who's this rapper? 

Ringo:This is Syntax. 

Kick: He sounds like an advert rapper-WHO 

GIVES YOU EXTRA? 

Jesse:WHO?WHO? 

Kick: Halifax do. Thankyou, Halifax. 

David: He sounds happy, which I really like. 

Ringo: Skrein is the only sane reaction a 

smogged-up world. 

Jesse: Sorry, but this ain't it.The saviour of UK 

hip-hop, or whatever. 

Kick: Where's the edge? 

Ringo:The edge is in his voice (if you're 

fiending for an edge you need to slow down). 

David:The old skool-embracing vinyl crackle 

on the CD annoys nne a bit. John Legend has 

a new single out with Andre 3000 in October. 

Do we has that? 

Marianne Nowottny 

All Over The World (Sad Gnome) 

Known to some as 'the lost star of 
Antifolk', so get thee to thy shopping 
basket lest the little chap putting it out 
chows down on a toadstool, or something. 

Jesse: Rollicking, much? 

Kick: It's like we're right there with her. 

No alienating studio trickery here. I like the 



assemblage of sounds which serves as a 
backing band. Steel drums, whistle, that 
rattly percussion thing... 
Jesse: A groove, though. Somewhat bizarrely. 
Ringo:This is music made of crinoline. 
David: I have some affection for her being 
in the first ever issue of the first magazine 
that eventually became the magazine we're 
writing for now. 

Jesse: It's a bit flat though, in places? I know 
that's a total no-no, to criticise anti-folkers 
for singing flat. But still. 
Kick: Like she only just realised she was 
about to be recorded, or she's doing it for the 
first time. She WORKED for that flatness. 
David: If I wasn't listening to this for the first 
time, I'd either really love or hate it. But right 
now I don't know which it would be. It's 
making me think of Mario Kart, abstractly. 
Jesse: Louis says "it's like when someone's 
won and everyone's celebrating." 
Kick:The nostalgia of the race replay. Is there 
any more potent modern emotion? 
David: As a metaphor for love? I don't know. 

XRabit and Dmg$ 

Killin'Em(NinjaTune) 

NinjaTune's new DJ/producer brings in 
a friend to further offend defenders of 
the language as-she-was-written-with- 
quills everywhere. 

Jesse: Ooh, brag and swaggah. Gimme 
another two beers and this is the greatest 
fuckin' thing I've ever heard. 
Kick: I like the range of variations this dude 
rifles through within quite a narrow 
spectrum. The rapper I can live without. 
Jesse: Seriously. This is deep-throat bass. 
Ringo:And I'm gagging. 
Kick:Agenreisborn. 
Jesse: FINALLY, I give birth to a genre. 
Ringo:The first MC is unhinged, rules. 
The second one smells of hipster. 
Kick: Lots of rhythmic experiments. 



Ringo: XRabit has been sucking on the Dirty 
South's tit like we all should be doing. 
I approve. Musically this is untouchable. 
Jesse: . . .but it needs to do something 
different now. It needs to build. Or drop. 

Das Wanderlust 

Puzzle (Don't Tell Clare) 

"There are lots of things we like, and 

you can eat most of them. Here are some 

of the inedible ones. . . " says their website 

link section. And then? One link. One. 

Additionally boasts a B-side that's 

a collection of tape experiments, 

like a musical scrapbook. It's interesting. 

As for the other... 

Jesse: Ouch, this is sudden and crazy. 

Kick: It's like a nettle in yr HEART 

Jesse: It's got a lovely wistfulness to it, 

despite the aggression. 

Ringo: She sounds neurotic. 

Kick: I like the sweetness of the core melody, 

Jesse: She sounds powerful, now. She's doing 

the Nina Hagen guttural swallow. 

Ringo:The post-frontal-lobotomy Lily Allen. 

Jesse: LilyAllen?Ain'tyou never heard of riot 

grrrlDlY? 

Ringo: I heard of it. I ignore it.The 

underground is irrelevant. 

David: I really like Das Wanderlust, but I don't 

actually think they do themselves much 

favours on this single.There is actually a bit 

on the B-side where she goes (little girl voice) 

7 doooon 't waant to grooowup. " Being a 

grown-up is ace. 



P Brothers 

Digital B-Boy (Heavy 
Bronx) 

777e Gas, the new album 
from Ivory and Paul-S of 
Shottingham's true school 
party-starters is due any 
time now. 



David: GARY NUMAN ! GARY NUMAN ! ! 

GARYNUMAN! 

Kick: OK, so: grime meets. . .the future of 

the Eighties? 

Jesse:This grinds a big dick. In a good way. 

Ringo:Thepointofthisisthe production and 

the way they ripped off Numan - P Brothers 

have a better knack for this than anyone in 

the UK, bar maybe Joe Buddha. 

David:The only music I listen to anymore is 

Gary Numan. 

Kick: I like the Scalextric tones and, y'know, 

relentless darkness... 

Ringo: Yeah, but it's an optimistic darkness 

(honest). 

David: It's weird that they havent actually 

changed the music at all though. It's just 

'Films'. And them blubbering over the 

top of it. 

Ringo:That's the point, everyone else tries to 

be clever, they have a gift for paring it down 

to the necessary elements 

Kick:A bit lazy, though, non? 

David: You'd think at least. . .new drums? 

Ringo:They're like the AC/DC of hip hop - 

incredibly square in a way, but just perfectly 

thrustingly right. 

Kick: D'you think Numan will sue them? 

In his C5? (He probably has a Segway now). 

Ringo: Numan will thankthem, if he knows 

what's good for him. History-theP Brothers 

produced Cappo's SpazThe Worldin 2003, 

most under-rated, raw UKHH album ever. 

David: Gary Numan drums. Great drums. 

Never thought about that before ... can I turn 

it off and put Gary Numan on? 



single of the month: 

David: P Brothers - Digital B Boy 

Jesse: The Count And Sinden - Hardcore Girls 

Ringo: Skreintax- Breathe 

Kick: Marianne Nowottny- All Around The World 
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older gods 

Words: Ringo P Stacey 

Plan B's resident Minister Of Real Talk gets 
long-distance with The Dead Science 
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emotions, contradictory impulses turning 
gaseous and exploding. He's singing a song 
called 'Wife You' on The Dead Science's third 
album, Villainaire, and we're on the climactic 
third verse, his voice swooping to climaxes at 
the middle and end of each line: "I want my 
thoughts to ring throughout your BODY/I want 
my VI-0-LENCE to make you SAT-IS-FIED!" 

The voice is singular, even as it evokes its 
distinguished rock heritage of white folk brave 
(or damaged) enough to tackle the power of soul 
to express hurt through ludicrous exaggerations 
-the way Bowie ripped off James Brown, for 
exam pie -an affected holler that flies above 
a veritable slick of refined testosterone. The 
musicofJherekBischoff (bass, electric and 
acoustic) and NickTamburro (drums): agile yet 
necessarily brutal rhythms, sure hacksaw guitar 
like choreographed epilepsy. The sound of 
people learning to control their bullshit. 

"There's a lot of trying to have mastery over 
your own violent energy. It spills out," explains 
Mickens in much calmer, conversational tones. 
"I definitely feel a lot of violence. But I haven't 
really exercised it since I was young. I made a 
conscious decision not to. I fought a whole lot 
when I was a little kid." 

You started fights? 

"Notthat I started fights. I grew up in Los 
Angeles, everyone fought a lot. But in 'Wife 
You' it's more hopeful, trying to find outlets 
that are not harmful. It's /c/nc/of more sexual, 
I guess, trying to channel that energy where it 
can be power instead of..." Hetrailsoff and 



■ energy in 
ot It being real chaotic and damaging." 

The thanks in the CD insert ends with the 
legend 'Dedicated in word and deed to the 
Wu-Tang Clan'; Villainaire oozes hip-hop. 
Or, as Mickens sings on 'Make Mine Marvel', 
it's "Dusted with the pollen of triumph" 
('Triumph' being the gloriously exultant lead 
single from the Wu-Tang Forever LP). 

In their own way. The Dead Science present 
as valid an update of r'n'b forthe third or fourth 
hip-hop generation as Mary J Blige and R Kelly 
did fortheir respective peakyears, working in 

Mrs about the 
interconnectedness of 
absolute reality and 
appearances^ 



much the same way. Dealing with the same 
issues, living in the same world, loving much 
of the same things -but patently the spawn of 
another culture with a whole other set of idols. 

"The goal of the album wasn't to be 
referential to hip-hop. It's going to appear 
naturally. We listen to a lot of music. Lots of 
classical and jazz. Butprobably what I listen to 
the most day to day is rap music, for sure." 

What's the appeal oftheWu? 

"It's like. Method Man. ..the architecture of 
his verses are really great. But then I think he's 



I, stylistic, beautiful," 
ne laugns. mho wnaxever 'swagger' is." 

Isthatsomething you'd try to emulate? 

"I don't know about emulate. Just as much 
as those guys in the Wu-Tang Clan like to feel 
like characters in a kung fu movie, or samurai, 
or comic books, I feel like maybe- in becoming 
a character-you are professionally calling on 
these spirits, letting them race through your 
blood and...blowyou up a little bit." 

When people outside of hip-hop are 
influenced by ittheytend to literally take the 
beats or copy the flow. Talking about the spirit 
is more interesting. 

"That's good. Their conceptual ambition 
iswhat's inspiring -they had a real boundless 
vision. A lotofthesepeopletodayare like, it's 
like absolutely explicitly their only desire is 
money and their only measuring stick is money. 
There's no other criteria for who's the best 
rapper - it's just whoever sells the most. 
Obviously the Wu-Tang Clan wanted to make 
money, butalso power across the board." 

Is it a fantasy in the same way theirs is? 

"It's about the interconnectedness of 
absolute reality and appearances. Think of 
comics or movies that give a mythology to kids 
that came up in real poverty. It's like connecting 
to this weird ascendent energy in your life, 
maybe the idea of destiny- or something like 
Luke Skywalker. People from a real lower class 
background taking mythology, and fantasy, 
and allowing itto buoy them. Myself, orthe 
Wu-Tang Clan, or a lot of people in the States." 

www.thedeadscience.com 
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Vlercury Re^v 

snowflake midnight 

THE NEW ALBUM 

RELEASED 29.09.08 

CD ® DOWNLOAD 

STRICTLY LTD EDITION 
GATEFOLD VINYL INCLUDING 
THE COMPANION 
INSTRUMENTAL ALBUM 

Strange attractor 

04 Nov Mandela HaU, Belfast 

05 Nov Alanchester Academy 

06 Nov Leeds Academy 

07 Nov Birminghaim Academy 
09 Nov Newcastle Academy 

1 1 Nov Brighton Com Exchange 

12 Nov Bristol Academy 

13 Nov London Shepherds Bush Empire 
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in which the Plan B collective consider.. .New Order 

Words: Euan Andrews, Hayley Avron, Daniel Barrow, Petra Davis, IVIatt 
Evans, kicking_k, Andrzej Lukowski, Louis Pattison, Ned Raggett, Ringo 
P Stacey, Joseph Stannard and Robin Wilks 

Illustration: KateyJean Harvey 



Obviously, it shows a want of class 
to ask - yet again - whether you 
prefer New Order to Joy Division, 
or vice-versa - and why. SO LET'S! 

" New Order. One less Tory never hurt 
anyone." (JS) 

"I listen to New Order more often, but 
that's because it's all I can do when I hear 
'Atmosphere' or 'Twenty Four Hours' not to 
break into tears." (DB) 

"The Foo Fighters to Joy Division's 
Nirvana? They seem a little pointless." (HA) 

" Is it obvious of me to say that the 
former feels black and white and the latter 
overthe rainbow? OrThanatos and Eros? Am 
I simplifying? Joy Division always felt sterile 
to me, like marble, like tragedy." (k_k) 



All was right 
with the world 
for six minutes 



"Joy Division caught me at that fabled 
'difficult time', where a combination of 
adolescent angst and the profoundly 
unpleasant fallout of my parent's separation 
made introversion and despair less an luxury 
than the way of things. I listen to that stuff 
rarely now, but the power it has over me 
hasn't waned. Just a year later, I used to play 



the 1 2-inch remix of [New Order's] 
'Temptation' almost ritualistically, every 
morning before leaving for work. Few songs 
have made me feel, if not happier, more 
optimistic about the future." (LP) 

Which was yr favourite album 
and, again, WHY? 

"I'm tempted to say you have everything you 
need on Substance:Jhe 1 2-inch mixes are 
maybe the most beautiful pop music the last 
three decades has produced." (DB) 

"/■ec/7/7/^tye is their Balearic album, 
but the lyrics are an exaggerated take on 
lost love, the forlorn Bernard trawling the 
beaches of Ibiza, Majorca and Benidorm 
looking for a girl he'll never find. It struck 
a pathetic chord with me at the time, chasing 
after someone who didn't really care one 
way or the other" (RW) 

"The best thing is that the albums show 
their rougher edges, quieter moments - and 
sense of humourTo (physically) labour 
a metaphor, these masons make epic singles 
(cathedrals/aqueducts) but humbler, comfier 
albums (um. . . lodges?)" (k_k) 

Anyone wanna share a (related) 
dancef loor epiphany? 

"This would have to entail my teenage self, 
my gay stepbrother (before he came out), 
the Saturday morning Chart Show, and the 
video to 'True Faith', to which we learned the 
entire dance routine by means of our video 
recorder We performed it for no one but 



ourselves, and on one occasion we dressed 
up in bin-bags stuffed with tea towels." (PD) 

" I've only heard New Order on the 
dancefloor once, at an 'indie disco' night 
in Southampton. Needless to say, I felt 
utterly contemptuous of all the people there. 
Then the 1 2-inch version of 'Blue Monday' 
dropped, and all was right with the world 
for six minutes. I didn't dance to it, 
unfortunately." (DB) 

"Oh sure, danced to 'em plenty of times. 
Not i^e//but I would never claim that. " (NR) 

"A long time ago I lived in Paris and 
frequented clubs that played New Order 
about 10 times a night.There's something 
about the i/i/aythey make you dance, a casual 
kind of pathos to it." (RW) 

Bit of a cheat, this, but if you have 
one point you want to make 
about New Order - so future 
generations may prosper from 
their talent, and yr wisdom..? 
"The key to their greatness lies in one song, 
'All Day Long'. It's the finest example of a 
realtime electro jam since Kraftwerk's 'Neon 
Lights', and it makes me 
weep buckets, for real." (JS) 

"I've rarely met anyone 
who doesn't /oi/ethis band, 
but I just don't get it. 
To me they're barren, 
monochromatic and dull, 
dull, dull. On the flipside, 
I do like their early design 
aesthetic rather a lot." (ME) 

"I called on a friend one 
day- he answered the door 
drying tears from his cheeks, 
'True Faith' blaring in the 
background ("/\/oi^f/?af 
we've grown up together/ 
They're afraid of what they 
see."). He'd been in a 



relationship with a boy two years younger 
The boy's parents found out and got a 
restraining orderThe way he saw it, his friend 
was being taught to fear him." (RPS) 

"They almost wrote a good football 
song, which is the stuff paradox is made 
of." (LP) 

"To be honest, with the never-ending 
heritage business they've descended into, 
I am pretty bored with both New Order and 
Joy Division equally." (EA) 

"Apparently, Tony Wilson and Martin 
Hannett used to argue about whether 
Bernard could write lyrics. I'm with Tony - he 
could, and made it seem like a transcendent 
accident every time. Otherwise workaday 
phrases synchronise perfectly to the music - 
"Oh, you Ve got green eyes. . . "; "It's called 
love/And it's so uncool. . . "and it's like light 
through a stained-glass window." (k_k) 

"They probably didn't make a 'perfect' 
album, they had little or no actual mystique 
as people, and 'Confusion' allegedly had a 
working title of something like 'My Cock's As 
Big As The M25'. Very easy to fault, but also 
to be astounded by." (AL) 



fi-keep. 

Behold the CDs that keep sneaking 
back into P/anB's tray 

Silver Jews - Lookout Mountain Lookout Sea 

(Drag City) 

Lil Wayne -Tha Carter III (Cash Money/Universal) 

The Bug - London Zoo (Big Dada) 

Giggs - Walk In Da Park (Ruthless Recordings) 

Alva Noto - Unitxt (Raster Noton) 

Ben Nash - The Seventh Goodbye (Aurora Borealis) 

Young Jeezy-The Recession (Def Jam) 

iVietronomy - Nights Out (Because) 

Shearwater- Rook (Matador) 

Grouper - Dragging A Dead Deer Up A Hill (Type) 
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THE LEAF LABEL AUTUMN 2008 



Fri 7 Nov 
LONDON 



"he Fox & Firkin 




VOLCANO! 
PAPERWORK 

CD & DIGITAL 
VOLCANOISABAND.COM 

ALSO AVAILABLE: 
AFRICA JUST WANTS TO HAVE FUN 

LIMITED EDITION 7" SINGLE 



Sat 8 Nov 

LIVERPOOL Korova 

Sun 9 Nov 

MANCHESTER The Roadhouse 

Mon 10 Nov 

GLASGOW The Arches 

Tue 1 1 Nov 

ABERDEEN The Tunnels 

ThulSNov 

NOTTINGHAM Bodega Social Club 

Fri 14 Nov 

CARDIFF SWN Festival, Clwb Ifor Bach 

Sat 15 Nov 

BOURNEMOUTH The Gander 

Sun 16 Nov 

CAMBRIDGE Portland Arms 

Mon 17 Nov 

LONDON Hoxton Bar & Kitchen 

Tue 18 Nov 

LEEDS Brudenell Social Club 

Wed 19 Nov 

DUBLIN Whelans 

Thu 20 Nov 

GALWAY Roisin Dubh 




ESSIE JAIN 
WE MADE THIS OURSELVES 




CD&D 

ESSIEJAIN 


GITAL 
.COM 




NEW ALBUM THE INBEP 
OUT NOVEMBEF 


yVEEN 
?2008 








Fri 14 Nov 

READING South Street Arts Centre 


m 




Sat 15 Nov 
BRISTOL Arnolfini 


f 




Sun 16 Nov 

BIRMINGHAM Hare & Hounds 


1 




Mon 17 Nov 

BRIGHTON Duke of York's Picture Hous 


li 




Tue 18 Nov 

LIVERPOOL The Bluecoat 


i 




Wed 19 Nov 

OXFORD Holywell Music Room 

Thu 20 Nov 

LONDON Purcell Room 

Fri 21 Nov 

NORWICH Arts Centre 






MURCOF 
THE VERSAILLES SESSIONS 


Sat 22 Nov 

BELFAST Sonic Arts Research Centre 


CD, LIMITED EDITION 2LP & D 
MURCOF 

'OCEANO' 

WITH BCN216AND FL 

NOVEMBEF 


GITAL 
-.COM 

TOUR 
CKER 

??nn8 


PRE-ORDER THE VERSAILLES SESSIONS 
AT THELEAFLABEL.COM/SHOP AND 
GET A FREE PRE-RELEASE DOWNLOAD 
OF THE COMPLETE ALBUM. 
ALL MURCOF ALBUMS AVAILABLE AT 
SPECIAL PRICES IN NOVEMBER 




VISIT OUR NEW ONLINE SHOP FOR 
GREAT PRICES AND FINE SERVICE. 
MOST RELEASES AVAILABLE ON CD, 
VINYL, MPS AND FLAC. ALL VINYL 
RELEASES AVAILABLE WITH FREE 
DIGITAL DOWNLOAD 



WILDBIRDS & PEACEDRUMS 
HEARTCORE 



CD, LIMITED EDITION 2LP & DIGITAL 
WILDBIRDSANDPEACEDRUMS.COM 
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: Meryl Trussler and kicking_k 



Look! It's the new-band-harvest! 



Esau M warn way a 

'Malawi to Clapton' reads the MySpace location of 
Diplo/Radioclit's latest ghettopop bud, and it's an 
approximate-enough analogue for his African-style 
covers of indie-pop songs like Architecture In 
Helsinki's 'Heart It Races' (plus magical urbanism 
likeTTC and MIA). Exoticiseyrfun/angst! Drink 
the water! Embrace the fever! 
www.myspace.com/esaumwamwaya 

G£nuin£Guy 

When life is grinding yrface in the gangrenous 
mistakes other people made, when the light at 
the end of the tunnel is a radioactive train (on fire), 
when yr troubles have gotten together and decided 
to evict you from yr own body so they have more 
room to multiply, the least life can give you in return 
is a dance anthem. Step forward, 'Bad People Get 
Laid'. Intelligent Dance Music was always a weird 
fucking idea. Sensitive/neurotic Booty Bass with 
an actual sense of humour, on the other hand, 
is a necessity for all our dark tomorrows. 
www.myspace.com/genuineguy 

Goes Calypso 

Three years after the fish and still underwhelmed, 
the kids flushed a Tamagotchi. In the sewers it 
blinked awhile, crying out in feeble bleep-ec/70- 
echo-echoes. Drank deep of the muck and grew 
enormous. Tiny screws flew like shrapnel. Now 
roams the sub-terra beneath southern Sweden, 
trailing microchips and melody. Has a happy enough 
life. Some call it Goes Calypso. 
www.myspace.com/goescalypso 

Indica Ritual 

"We all love each other very much and live together 
either in body or spirit. " Aww. So where do they 
live, again? Physically, in Liverpool, where they've 
perfected a particularly picturesque strain of indie- 
dance. Spiritually, on a plain where the synths roam 
like caribou, nibbling guitar-bushes and occasionally 
swimming in a river of beats. When We Meet is 



Bird Names 

Presenting: morecultic, layered man-calls 
and whoops, like Akron/Family with whips 
of jungle-bright, psychedelic guitar 
encircling. Mix heartily with Panda Bear 
and AbeVigodaand it's exactly the 
chemical compound for exultation. 
They've five albums already for you to 
play with. Go crazy (no, really.) 
www.myspace.com/birdnames 




A necessity for all our 
dark tomorrows 





written in complete 
sobriety, before a live 
studio audience. 
www.myspace.com/ 
indicaritual 

Laura Barrett 

So it's sometimes a little 
woodsy, scampering, 
kind of a squirrel- 
soundtrack. But really 
Laura's sticking it 
toquadrupaws 
everywhere with her 
frenzied opposables. 
She is bespectacled, 
Torontoan (of course). 



Chairlift 

Another day, another batch of 
Brooklynites emerge from the oven 
smellinglikethefuture. Shiny, malleable, 
fusible and ductile. Or, all the properties 
of (non-musical) metal. Or, sporting the 
faraway romance of neo-Balearic, but 
buff-skinny and bald-reflective. Switch the 
gravity off and dance. 
www.myspace.com/chairlift 



and playskalimbaasif 
every rapid thumb- 
strike was a thumbprint, 
dotting out vast and 
tender patterns (she 
also does a mean 
Nirvana cover.) 
www.myspace.com/ 
laurabarrett 

Memes 

Going on here-and 
goingon very little 
information, thanks to 
theunGooglabilityof 
these cads -is: 
something like Beach 
House but trembling, 
blurring, sexless in the 
sandstorm. 
Pennsylvanian Memes 
evokea)shitloadsof 

shoegaze and b) being very, very drunk and cold and 

falling off the ground into the sky. 

www.myspace.com/memes 

Paul Baribeau 

'Folk punk', or your favourite synonym, bare as a 
naked scarecrow. You can see his stick-bones; you 
can hear the raw ache that deserters like Conor 
Oberst forgot. It's fuelled byangst-butBaribeau's 
angst is environmentally friendly, let's say? - and 
combusts to form only water, awe and an urge to 
go scream at the sea. 
www.myspace.com/paulbaribeau 

Tubelord 

Possessing a discomfiting name, plus both murmury 
sweet notes and golden-chested roars, they're one 
of a (frankly unexpected) sudden shock of nice new 
British bands that have apparently been squatting 
our blindspot for months. We can forgive the mess 
they made back there 'cause we were singing their 
songs before we knew what they were. Guitars 
catch light like cat's whiskers, and the rest pile in like 
a Segwayjury-rigged to hit pedestrian-splatting 
speeds. Um,yay. 
www.myspace.com/tubelord 
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read the label: siltbreeze 

Words: Stevie Chick 
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"I worked as a cook back in college, and one of the 
guys there was a genius at conning up with these 
non-sequiturs, " laughs Tom Lax. "He used to call this 
dishwasher we worked with 'Siltbreeze'. It didn't 
mean anything, but it was hilarious. So, later, when 
I started up my fanzine, it seemed an appropriate 
name. If I'd known I'd still be doing this 20 years later, 
I might've chosen something better! " 

He himself admits the name ended up suiting 
"the fidelity of the music" he would later release. 
Siltbreeze Records grew from Lax's zine of the same 
name, chroniclingthefurther reaches of the post- 
punkunderground. "rm48, so I grew up with punk 
while it was happening," Lax explains. "As it 
diversified, I stopped listening to The Ramones and 
discovered The Fall, Throbbing Gristle, PereUbu... 
I liked that bare-knuckle, skin-of-your-teeth sound." 



'I liked that bare- 
knuckle, 

skin-of-your-teeth 
sound...' 



Working as a buyer at a Philadelphia record store. 
Lax had access to a wealth of music, but more often 
his zine covered bands he'd discovered from the 
bargain bins, and self-released and private-press 
records: "the more home-made and ratty it seemed, 
the better. " The zine released its first record, by 
Minneapolis noisers Halo Of Flies, inl 989, selling out 
two pressings in a trice. Emboldened, Lax approached 
Bruce Russell of his beloved The Dead C - mighty New 
Zealand droners then struggling to find a label in the 
States - about putting out their records. 

"Dead C records became like my own personal 
gym, shuffling these boxes of unsold records around 
my apartment" laughs Lax. "They were a hard sell 
at first, but once they were pressed up there was 
nothing to do about it. I never intended to start up 
a record label, but no-one else wanted to put them 
out, so I put my money where my mouth was. That's 
when Siltbreeze first started to take off as a label. " 

Siltbreeze first released a batch of records by 
friends and acquaintances of Lax-The Gibson 
Brothers, V3, The Dead C's Alastair Galbraith - before 
pressing up a seven-inch by Sebadoh, which led to an 
avalanche of demos flopping through the Siltbreeze 
letterbox from sub-Sebadoh acts. "But my Sebadoh 
record didn't really sound like Sebadoh," chuckles 



Lax. " For years, Sebadoh fans always referred to the 
Siltbreeze record as 'the bad Sebadoh record'." 

Nevertheless, the label entered a golden period, 
cutting vinyl by a wealth of groups operating within 
America's then-burgeoning 'lo-fi' nexus: The 
Strapping Fieldhands, Charalambides, Harry Pussy, 
and Bardo Pond. Home Recording, it seemed, 
wasn't Killing Music; rather, it had revivified and 
democratised it. And this rough-edged music 
sounded wonderfully alive for its rustic roots. Pioneers 
of this scene Guided By Voices cut one of their finest 
releases, the Get Out Of My Stations EP, for Siltbreeze 
in 1994. 

"Once GBV hit their peak in the mid-Nineties, 
lo-fi exploded," acknowledges Lax. He remembers 
"Snivelling A&R men sniffing around for the next 
Nirvana", hoping not to get caught sleeping by this 
new scene, as they had been by grunge. "That was 
the problem with the Nineties, everybody wanted to 
cash in on something, but it never really panned out." 

Siltbreeze itself expanded as the decade wore on, 
securing a distribution deal with Matador Records 
that secured the services of distribution behemoth 
ADA. "There were more records pressed for our 
artists, but ADA would get creeped out by the record 
covers, and the music was unlistenable as far as a lot 
of people were concerned. I went from making a little 
money, to being in the red and owing people money. " 
By the start of the Noughties, Lax had quit the record 
industry to become an executive chef. "I was out of 
the loop. I didn't have time to think about new music. 
I had such a bad taste in my mouth at that time - 1 was 
just burned out." 

GBV's Bob Pollard okayed a CD re-release of Get 
Out Of My Stations, which cleared Siltbreeze's debts 
with their distributor, but the label remained dormant, 
until Mike Rep - a Midwest lo-fi noise wizard who'd 
recorded for Siltbreeze and worked with GBV- 
handed Lax a demo by Ohio lo-fiers Times New Viking 
at a wedding reception. "It reminded me of Blurt! " 
says Lax. "I thought, we'll press up 500 copies, vinyl 
only, and see what happens. " 

TNV's Dig Yourself (2005), signalled Siltbreeze's 
second wind, which has seen a slew of burnished 
brilliance released under Lax's aegis, from groups like 
Psychedelic Horseshit, Eat Skull and Sic Alps, ushering 
in another golden era for the noisy lo-fi underground. 
"I certainly hope so," laughs Lax. "I hope it lasts a little 
longer than last time. I run into lots of kids in their 
early twenties now, and they're not remotely jaded, 
they don't behave like they've heard everything 
before. And that's really healthy, and really exciting." 

www.siltbreeze.com 
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Mercury Rev 

Snowflake Midnight 

Reieased 29th September 

CD, double gatefold vinyl & download 

Sign up at mercuryrev.com to receive the 

free companion album, Strange Attractor. 

Vinyl album includes Strange Attractor. 




isobei Campbeii & Mark Lanegan 

Sunday At Devii Dirt 

Out Now ^^^m. 

'Crackies with sexy chemistry... 

career-best performances' 

MOJO-**** 

Touring the UK in December g L 



dEUS -Vantage Poimj^] I 
Out Now ^f}\ 

-^BigHuxurious and smart 
8/10 NME 



ISOctKpko, LorYdGj 



The Black Keys ■■«■ - ~ « ' ~ | 
Attack & ReleaSg">Bi ,.''^ 1 

flf M I'Attack and Release isn'ljust the Ses' 
— '— ^-^Black Keys album thus farrits the best 
lauth^ntic trad-rock album in years.' 
I Observer Music Monthly - ***** 
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Bl&ck Affair" 

Pleasure Pressure Point 



www.v2music.com ^ 
www.cooperativemusic.c.om^ 



Jape - Ritual 

Out Now iHB^^HP Pleasure Pressure Point 

.'Marries the bounciness of Hot Chip to Out Now 

the cynicism of Bill 'Smog' Callaghan' 'Some of the classiest electropop 

The Times of |he last 20 years' 

Touring with Friendly Fires in MojQ^ 



Semifinalists J^ 

2 ^ 

Out Now ^^ 

"Swaggers with originality" 

rArtrocker 
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EflBRIED TO DU5T 



CALEXICO 

CARRIED TO DUST 
Album Out Now 
Album Of The Month - 
September - Uncut 

11 October 
London Forum 

0844 847 2405 

www.atpfestival.com 

www. kentishtown forum, com 




HERMAN DUNE 

NEXT YEAR IN ZION 
Released 13th October 

13 December - 
Manchester, Deaf Institute 

14 December - Glasgow, Stereo 

15 December - 

Leeds, Brudnell Social Club 

16 December - Bristol, Thekia 

17 December - London, Scala 




LAMCHOP 

(OH) OHIO 
The new album 
Released 6th October 
CD, 2 X CD, LP & Download 

29 October 

Brighton, St Georges Church 

01273 606312 

www. ticketweb. co. uk 

30 October 
Reading Concert Hall 
0118 960 6060 
www. readingarts. com 

31 October 
Glasgow ABC 
08444 999 990 
www.gigsinscotland.com 
www.abcglasgow.com 

1 November 

Dublin Tripod 

0818 719 300 

www. ticketmaster. ie 

www.pod.ie 

3 &4 November 

London Union Chapel 

0871 220 0260 / 0207 734 8932 

www.gigsandtours.com 

www. unioncliapel.org. uk 




O' DEATH 

BROKEN HYMNS, 
LIMBS AND SKIN 
Album Out Now 

28 September 
Glasgow, Nice' n' Sleazys 

0141 333 9637 
www.nicensleazy.com 

29 September 
Newcastle, The End Bar 
0191 232 6536 

www. remotegoat. co. uk 

30 September 
Manchester, Roadhouse 
0161 832 1111 
www.theroadliouselive.co.uk 

1 October 
Bristol, The Cooler 
08713 100 000 
www.rescuerooms.com 

2 October 

London Concrete & Glass 
Hoxton Bar and Grill 
www.concreteandglass.co.uk 
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PORTOBRIEN 

ALL WE COULD DO WAS SING 
Album Out Now 

3 October - London, Concrete & Glass 
93 Feet East 

www.seetickets.com 
www. ticketweb. co.uk 
www.concreteandglass.co.uk 

21 October - London, ICA 
020 7930 3647 
www.ica.org.uk 

22 October 

Sheffield, University - Fusion 
0114 222 8777 
www.seetickets.com/ 
shieffieldstudentsunion 

23 October-Manchester, Night & Day 
www.niglitnday.org 

24 October 

Leeds, Brudenell Social Club 
0113 245 5570 
www.thiebrudenellsocialclub.co.uk 

25 October - Glasgow, King Tuts 
08444999990 

www. ticketmaster. co.uk 
www.gigsinscotland.com 

27 October - Belfast, The Black Box 

028 9024 4400 
www.blackboxbelfast.com 

28 October - Dublin, Crawdaddy 
0818 719 300 

www. ticketmaster. ie 
www. era wda ddy. ie 

29 October - Galway, Roisin Dubh 
www.roisindubii.net/tickets.piip 
www.roisindubii.net 

30 October - Cork, Cyprus Avenue 
Ticketmaster www.cyprusavenue.ie 



THENOTWIST 

THE DEVIL, YOU + ME 
Album Out Now 

17 November 
Bristol - Thekia 

18 November 
Manchester - Club Academy 

19 November 
Glasgow - King Tuts 

20 November 
Birmingham - Barfly 

21 November 
London - ULU 
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Mogwai are dancing, 
if you're asking 



Words: George Taylor 
Photography: Steve Gullick 



Whoever came up with that 'writing about music 
is like dancing about architecture' quote - and I 
know who the suspects are - deserves a damn good 
hiding. Attempting to reduce music to a beyond-less 
sensorium with sign reading 'Please leave your brain 
at the door' is bad enough. Butto equally suggest 
that there is no rhythm or harmony, no movement 
or itchy shuffle in buildings shows the author up as 
a mono-aesthetical bore, and, most of all, goddamn 
them for this phrase which refuses to leave my mind 
whenever I think about how I'm going to write this 
piece: 'Writing about Mogwai is like dancing about 
writing about Mogwai', looped to a droning infinity. 
Oh awesome. Or maybe 'Oh, awesome! ' - 1 dunno. 

It went like this. After my phoner with Stuart 
Braithwaite was cut short by the band's soundcheck 
-me sliding into a shallow sleep at midnight, him 
delicate following a night on the lash in Portland, 
Oregon - and an agreement made to finish the 
interview by email, I was left with a lingering sense 
of having just asked all the wrong questions. 

When I tell Braithwaite that new album The 
Hawk Is Howling is already being called Mogwai's 
most consistent release since Come On Die Young, 
and that I thought that had something to do with 
the strong sense of narrative and tone that both 
albums possess, he replies, "I see what you mean". 

OK, but I mean the last couple of albums, Happy 
Songs For Happy People in 2003, and Mr Beast in 
2006 felt to me more like collections of songs that 
lacked flow when placed next to each other. 
Whereas I find it very hard to turn off The Hawk Is 
Howling until it's finished. It shares with Come On 
Die Young a sense of completion, that nothing 
should be added and nothing should be taken away. 



"I think that's because Dominic [Aitchison, 
bass] actually wrote music for us for the first time 
since COD y." 

Oh yeah? So what's he been doing the past eight 
years that's stopped him writing? 

"Playing videogames." 

The Hawk. . . is also your first album to not 
feature any vocals at all. Was this a conscious 
decision that you made before recording, or 
during the writing process? 

"Well, usually when we're done with writing 
a song, it'll be really clear if it needs a vocal on it 
or not. This time around it just happened that they 
all felt finished as instrumentals." 

So the song 'Devil Rides' on the 'Batcat' EP, 
which scores a frail, yearning vocal from 1 3th 
Floor Elevators' Roky Erickson (his "Did you miss 
me. . . " line echoing Braithwaite's similarly plaintive 
"Will you miss me" from 'R U Still Into It', a track 
made over 1 years ago) wasn't left off the album 
for that reason? 

"That song was actually written for Mr Beast, 
but it took a while to get organised. It's not on 
the album because it's from a different period, 
and feels far too much like where we were two 
years ago, as opposed to where we are now. " 

So what was Roky like to work with? 

"Good. He's a really nice guy." 

Did he write the lyrics? 

"No, I did. I got myself into a Roky Erickson 
frame of mind though, I was thinking horror movie 
references and stuff." 

So, 'Devil Rides' like 'The Devil Rides Out'? 

"Aye." 




It's all in how you read it, of course, as well as how 
I'm writing it. I'm not trying to depict Braithwaite 
as a difficult interviewee, disinterested or 
monosyllabic, because he's certainly none of 
these things. However, he is absolutely a type 
to let the music do the talking, and if there's 
anything in Mogwai's world which signals that 
upfront it's the song titles. Usually Mogwai's 
titling skips cheekily between broken English 
phrases and in-joke references, although with 
The Hawk. . . , the random humour and imagery 
is a little more universal, such as 'I'm Jim Morrison 
And I'm Dead', 'The Sun Smells Too Loud' and the 
Heathers-esque 'I Love You I'm Going to Blow Up 
Your School'. 

I ask if the light irreverence of new titles like 
'Danphe And The Brain' or 'Thank You Space 
Expert' is a way to undermine the dramatic chords 
or the melancholic tone of their respective tracks? 

"It's just a way of staying unpretentious. We're 
not interested in naming a song 'Dark. . .Spaces Of 
Hell' or anything. It's a chance to be funny. " 

So it's no use asking for meanings anywhere? 

"Not really." 

What about 'Scotland's Shame', what's that in 
reference to? 

"That was written on a banner held up by 
Celtic fans at a Derby match, with an arrow pointing 
towards the Rangers fans. It's annoying actually, 
because people think we're trying to make a 
comment about football fans after what happened 
down in Manchester [when Scottish fans rioted at 
a screening of the UEFA Cup Final]." 

You're not interested in doing that? 

"No, no. Not at all." 



Do you think that it's because your music doesn't 
really yield to any fixed interpretation that you've 
been used so much recently in television {Sex And 
The City, CSI, uh . . . Top Gear) and film {Miami Vice, 
Sicko, The Footbaii Factory)! That it can be 
anonymous or malleable enough to complement 
what's happening on screen? 

"The reason that we always say yes to someone 
wanting to use our music is because we want as 
many people as possible to hear it. We'd never be 
able to reach an audience like Miami Vice did, and 
it means that we get to play bigger shows now. " 

Can you understand there will be people who'd 
rather not hear Mogwai soundtrack Top Gear? 

"Well, that's different, because the BBC don't 
have to ask, and they pay you about 20 quid for the 
favour. We've actually only ever said 'no' once, 
to a programme about Jodie Marsh. I didn't want 
to hear us over that one. I can see why there would 
be people who have a problem with it. I heard Joy 
Division on an advert recently and that was pretty 
horrible...butreallywe'rejusttrying to let people 
hear us who wouldn't otherwise get a chance. " 

So when you tour now, and meet this new 
audience, what's different about them compared to 
your older fans? 

"Well, with us playing bigger shows now there's 
less chance to interact." 

These are the right answers to the wrong 
questions. 

If I'm surprised at all by Braithwaite's seeming 
indifference to how Mogwai's music is received or 
used (and really, what can you do as an artist once 
your work is out there in the public sphere?), it's 



'We're not 
interested in 
naming a song 
"Darlc... Spaces 
Of Hell" or 
anything' 



because I still remember the fiery Young Turks from 
a decade back, slaking a thirst for great music in 
the dire landscape of late-Nineties guitar music, 
proclaiming a love for Slint, Iggy Pop and 
skateboarding rather than Small Faces, 
Quadrophenia and New Labour. 

Your debut album Vbung Team has just been 
re-mastered for its ten year anniversary. How does 
it sound to you now? 

"Better. I dunno, we don't really like that 
album." 

Why not? 

" It was too rushed. We wrote most of it in the 
studio while we were recording. Also, I really wasn't 
in a good place then. Although we've been playing 
a lot of songs from that and CODVon tour and 
they've worked really well." 
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'We always say 
yes to someone 
wanting to 
use our music 
because we want 
people to hear it' 



At the time you were getting some incredibly 
ecstatic write-ups from the music press. How 
muchof what they were saying did you let 
yourselves believe? 

"Well, what we were doing was very different 
to a lot of what was happening at that time 
outside of the underground. That said, I think 
we were always careful to keep our feet on the 
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ground. The danger can be when people tell 
you that you're a genius and you believe them, 
only to put very little effort into what you're 
doing because you think everything you do 
is genius." 

There was also that infamous NME 'No 
Sell Out' cover story which pretty much staked 
a claim for you as the keepers of the punk 
rock flame? 

"We had nothing to do with the cover or the 
theme of that magazine issue and I was actually 
a little taken aback when I saw it. I believe strongly 
in punk rock as an ethic but don't think proclaiming 
it via corporate magazines looks too clever. " 

You seemed to get a lot of your inspiration 
at the time from being in opposition to other 
groups; there was a lot of rage directed towards 
many UK bands? 

"I think we've grown out of getting angry 
about crap music getting into the charts. 
It's a waste oftime and energy. Now good music 
affects us greatly and bad music not at all." 

So what good music is affecting you greatly 
right now? You've got Fuck Buttons out on tour 
with you just now -what are your thoughts 
on them? 



"I really love that band. If I had to dream up 
a perfect band it'd probably be them. A cross 
between Spacemen 3 and Sunn 0))) - perfect! " 

When a band releases as strong an album 
as TT^e /-/aw/: /s/-/oi/i///ng, you'd think that the 
music alone should be enough to satisfy. 
What's my obsession with collating meanings, 
communications, histories, relationships? 
What's it for? 

I'm reminded of David Lynch, another artist 
who works entirely through feeling and sensory 
logic, the end result being open to any and all 
interpretations. He's somebody else who always 
has the right answers to the wrong questions, 
who's more interested to talk about what inspires 
his work than what it means. Like Lynch, Braithwaite 
as an interviewee is stripped of any pretension, 
always quicktojoke, always honest. 

Ten years together now as a band, a long time 
for any relationship - how much life do you feel 
is left in Mogwai? 

"As much as there is in The Fall ! In fact, I'm more 
excited now about what we'll be doing over the 
next few years than I have in a long time. " 

Writing about Mogwai was like dancing about 
writing about Mogwai. 
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Words: Frances Morgan 
Photography: Cat Stevens 

In the digital now, culture 
is a bustling marketplace where 
knowledge is cheap, sounds 
are fluid, and notions of purity 
shift like sand on breeze. 
Plan B revisits the debate 
around cross-cultural 
transaction and meets some 
of the musicians redrawing 
maps in their own image: first 
up, NewYork's Gang Gang 
Dance, whose St Dymphna 
spins scattered global sounds 
into a dance both ethereal 
and ecstatic 



There is surprisingly little Francis Bebey on YouTube. 
One 'video response' has the audio for 'Agatha' 
over a montage of the musician's life. It has been 
posted because Algerian fusion star Rachid Taha 
has covered the song: there's a link to his version, in 
which a lute and a beefy electric guitar converse 
pleasantly. The video, shot in South Africa, is 
supposed to be a funny update of the original's 
narrative -the tale of a white child born to black 
parents, told from the confused father's perspective. 
In folk and pop song, paternity is a theme that rises 
up again and again, its mood ranging from nervous 
laughter and machismo to tragedy. I go back to 
Bebey's version, the rolling shuffle and cleaned-up 
sonics of commercial Cameroonian pop. Wikipedia 
says Bebey wrote a novel called Agatha Moudio's 
Son; the song is based on the novel, or vice versa. 
Somewhere over there is a box of records containing 
Johnny Bokelo's Isabelle, Congolese, early Eighties, 
which I am thinking of playing. I Google it to see if 
it ever came out on CD. Afromix.org is inconclusive. 

Almost no one writes music criticism now 
without such online peregrinations. They have come 
to feel like a necessary part of understanding a 
musician's work. But sometimes, after a 1 0-minute 
info grab, you sense to what extent this is a very 



superficial understanding and one that only works 
for those able to absorb and re-present information 
fast and authoritatively. It does not reward the sonic 
rambler as much as it appears to. One is always 
aware ofthevastavenues unexplored, and it 
becomes impossible to move anyway but 
acquisitively through the information storm. 
Often, you hear music that seems to have 
been made the same way - it appropriates surface 
signifiers, but rarely ventures deeper into the distant 
cultures from which it takes sounds. While this has 
been a common practice, via direct sampling, in 
hip-hop, various dance forms and mainstream pop 
for many years, with DJs such as Radioclit and DJ/ 
rupture amassing urban music from around the 
globe, there's a difference in reception when such 
plundering occurs in the inherently analytical, 
'personal' subgenres of indie and avant-pop. 
Perhaps because those subgenres are solipsistic at 
heart, when they take source material from Nigeria, 
Morocco, Indonesia or Brazil instead of from their 
practitioners' own experience, questions of 
ownership and identity are quicker to be raised. But 
whether we raise them or not, music that could not 
have been made without MP3 blogs such as Benn 
Loxo Du Taccu and Awesome Tapes From Africa, 
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labels like Sublime Frequencies or Full Time Hobby, 
arrive again and again -sometimes exhilarating, 
sometimes so wrong-headed as to be infuriating. 

But Gang Gang Dance's 'Bebey', the song that 
started this line of inquiry, somehow washes away 
such accumulated data. It is insistently blissful, a 
bassless jam of electronic and acoustic percussion, 
synth and sporadic guitar, that grows in urgency as 
its main sequence distorts, ring modulation echoing 
Bebey's mbira recordings. It is vaguely reminiscent of 
somewhere - but nowhere that can be found via 
links, tabs, and a cross-referencing relay race. 

I do not know when and how the New York- 
based quartet became fans of Francis Bebey - 
drummer Tim DeWit included his 'Forest Nativity' in 
a virtual mix compiled for Plan B's Void section back 
in 2006, a mix that included UK rapper Low Deep, 
Iraqi pop and Hindi film music -but his name titles 
the first track on Gang Gang Dance's new album for 
\N arp, St Dymphna. It alludes to African pop mainly 
in the impression that, like much of Gang Gang's 
output, it is part of a much larger whole, echoing 
the looping linearity that often attracts listeners to 
the long-form songs of highlife or Afrobeat. 

"Our recordings are about editing as much as 
anything else," says Brian DeGraw, keyboardist and 



one of the processors of these recordings, alongside 
Tim DeWit, Liz Bougatsos and Josh Diamond. 
"We improvise so much that we never really have 
composed pieces written - it's more about spending 
hours jamming, and picking out parts." 

5tDy/T?p/7na, while the band's most coherent 
LP to date, owes its power to its indefinability, 
its drift in and out of focus: a radio-dial haziness/ 
harshness that Gang Gang made their own on 
2005's God's Money, where songs blazed militantly 
out of reverb-laden ambient noise. On St Dymphna, 
the juxtapositions are more varied and obvious: 
'Vacuum' feels like a psychedelicised update 
of Lush's 'Deluxe', and tumbles into bouncing 
grime number, 'Princes'; 'House Jam' is swirling 
Balearic; then 'Desert Storm' reprises what many 
see as the signature Gang Gang Dance sound: at 
once dubby and dense, with synth and percussion 
offset by the ever-changing colour of Diamond's 
textural guitar and Bougatsos' elastic, beautifully 
exaggerated vocals. 

Despite its patchwork genesis and stylistic 
wanderings, StDymphna's mood is a consistent 
one: hard to place yet instantly recognisable. 

"We don't really define the idea of mood," Brian 
explains. "Wejuststart playing, and by the time two 



'Even if I just sing 
the one word, 
I try to taice that 
one word around 
the mountains' 

- Liz Bougatsos 



hours have passed we usually have three or four 
moments - places that we went to in those 
two hours - that have the correct sort of moods. 
Once we start playing we sometimes won't speak 
a word for maybe seven hours. I think that has a 
lot to do with that quality that you're talking about, 
just because we're working things out that we 
aren't working out with words. " 
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know no borders 



like a mirage 

Such an instinctual working process can only work 
when prefaced by long-term musical involvement, 
and Gang Gang Dance are often heralded as a 
particularly long-standing institution within the 
ever-shifting musical environment of New York City. 
Theirfirstappearance as Gang Gang Dance- 
initially consisting of the DeGraw, DeWit and 
Bougatsos and Nathan Maddox, with Diamond 
joining soon after -can be traced back to around 
2000, but DeGraw and DeWit have played together 
since meeting in the early Nineties in Washington 
DC, most notably in The Cranium, priorto their 
relocation to New York. 

The early days of Gang Gang saw them honing 
the improvisational practice - non-idomatic, 
unschooled, but soon developing its own distinct 
vocabulary- that still underpinstheirwork: an early 
self-titled album and EP Hillulah are illustrative of 
this time, Hillulah consisting of live recordings. 
God's Money, though, while containing at least one 
out-and-out percussion jam, and a number of 
abstract, ambient pieces, is acknowledged to have 
been the next level, distilling bewitching pop from 
noise jams. But perhaps one reason God's Money 
hit a nerve wasn't anything to do with stylistic 
audacity. Recorded after the death of Nathan 
Maddox, who died after being struck by lightning in 
2002, there's also a deeply felt intent to the record. 
The unashamedly emotive progressions in 'When 
My Voice Fails', and its hypnotic climax, seem to cite 
influences as disparate as My Bloody Valentine, The 
Associates, Bollywood romance and disco strings. 

"We were never rehearsing, we would book 
shows and just not know what was gonna happen, " 
Brian reflects. "I think that we did that for a reason: 
to explore and create a language and react against 
cliched rock'n'roll things. But improvisation 
becomes limiting. You're familiar with all the chaos, 
and it starts to become predictable. So we started 
considering structure. Around the time we started 
making God's Money it felt like we were 
improvising. The idea of structure felt so new and 
exciting. It felt more freeing than improvising." 



'New York had 
a romantic sort 
of desperation - 
something that 
I think was 
integral to us' - 



Brian DeGraw 



Gang Gang's structural revelation is one that's 
increasingly echoed in bands schooled in the noise 
scene - in recent years, the band's contemporaries 
Animal Collective have provided the most dramatic 
example of this progression, shifting from eldritch 
noise to multilayered meta-pop, while Black Dice 
moved gradually towards a mutant dance music 
not dissimilar to Gang Gang's. For all the adjectives 
thrown around concerning 'neo-primitivism' and 
'ethno' aspects, it's Gang Gang's journey from DIY 
free music into pop forms that really intrigues me. 

"I think about it a lot," concurs Brian. "It's 
a sensible process too, because by being so free 
at the beginning of your existence, by the time you 
start making something more structured, you're 
schooled in the way that sound works a lot better, 
rather than starting as a pop band where you play 



four chords or whatever. . .1 think there's a huge 
difference there, especially for a band like Animal 
Collective, and for us as well: everyone's so familiar 
with the weird equipment or the strange sounds, 
and then if you apply that to pop structure, that's 
when you get much more interesting pop music." 

holy communication 

Liz Bougatsos uses the word "deliverance" 
interchangeably with "delivery" when she talks 
about her vocals. It makes me think of a Pentecostal 
church in East London that offers 'deliverance' 
services of a Wednesday night- Bougatsos' 
high-pitched tones are reminiscent of, if not ritual, 
certainly channelling or possession, sinewave-pure 
one moment, with a crone-ish curl the next. Her 
process is a mixture of chance and composition: 

" I come to the studio with five or six complete 
songs and then I have all these choruses and 
separate phrases," she explains. "We always keep 
that option available because sometimes a song will 
happen and we want to capture that urgency or the 
deliverance. Deliverance is a huge part of choosing 
lyrics on the spot; I lay out all my pages - 1 usually 
have a vocal room and I pin everything to the wall 
and I lay my papers on the floor- and if that urgency 
comes, if I find something that fits, then it makes a 
good product. I think the song 'Afoot' has that 
natural urgency or that delivery that I'm talking 
about. I really like that song because it was the most 
natural song on the record - and I think it kind of 
sums up some of the ways that I write. " 

Around a pattering, clattering beat and 
an electronic throb like a trance set heard two 
warehouses away, Bougatsos recites a verse 
about "a country where cows are sacred"; car 
manufacturers in "a land where most people walk". 
The spoken lyric's repetition becomes hallucinatory 
and hyperreal, a fragmented, cut-up travelogue 
interspersed with sung snippets from mutant rave 
anthems, as if overheard on a bus on the way to 
Goa. Was 'Afoot' directly inspired by travel? 

"Actually, that came from a newspaper article 
about India, and the rapid transformation in the 
consumer industry -how they would build a 
Porsche dealership right on a farm, and there'll 
be cows walking around, but there'll be a new 
Starbucks. I'm fascinated by the way a culture can 
be so remote, how you can live off the land, but 
there's this complete opposite, all in one area." 

Bougatsos talks vividly, conjuring up strange 
images that flit around the globe (" Maybe we'll be 
playing underwater or at the tip of one of the 
handmade islands. . . " she reflects, on the property 
explosion in Dubai), and back and forth in time, 
describing the Greek Orthodox childhood that 
inspired 'First Communion': "I remember the feeling 
of being in church and thinking. If I eat this body of 
Christ, is everything going to be OK?'" she laughs, 
wryly. "And meanwhile there's people chanting in 
long black robes. . . I was trying to channel that, to 
write a song about getting brought up religiously 
and how it affects you later on in the world." 

Bougatsos' work as an exhibiting visual artist 
no doubt informs her impressionistic take on vocals 
and lyrics. Citing Ethiopian, Malian and Greek 
Rembetika music as inspiration, she says, " Even if 
I don't understand the language it has affected the 
waythatlsing. Even if I just sing the one word, I try 
to take that one word around the mountains, so to 
speak. " So it's more like the flavour of a word that is 
important? "I do try and enunciate and pronounce 
as clearly as I can because the words are close to me, 
but sometimes in the delivery of a live song that 
doesn't really come out so clearly. " 

Bougatsos has a voice that lends itself well 
to processing and manipulation, and there is much 
pleasure to be had in following the swoops, shrieks 
and cartwheels of her performance. Live, she 
dances with a smile, but what emerges from her 



throat is often as spectral as her work with art-metal 
outfit Angelblood. "I control all the effects myself," 
she says. " For live shows I always keep a clean vocal 
as well, playing at the same time, so people can 
choose to hear either - they can hear the raw 
version, or they can open another part of their 
minds to hear the other versions. You would hope 
that the audience be in sync - that's the goal . " 

cloud nine, no hype 

The track that burns a hole in the gauzy, opaque 
fabric of 5tDy/T?p/7na is 'Princes', which explodes 
into life with the appearance of Ruff Sqwad MC 
Tinchy Stryder. For a London-based listener, the E3 
vowels within Gang Gang's Fifth World soundscape 
is oddly thought-provoking: one can become 
attuned to the 'otherness' of foreign urban music, 
the familiar/strange beats of kuduro or baile funk, 
the teenage Aboriginal rappers featured by MIA on 
last year's Kala, until it is music from your own city. It 
makes you consider what aspects of the genre have 
appealed across borders - how grime, with its short 
history and regional specificity, ends up in Brooklyn. 

Brian DeGraw's interest in grime began through 
a fascination with timbre, typical of the colouristic 
thinking that seems to inform every member of 
Gang Gang's sonic aesthetic. Given a cassette of 
pirate radio five years ago - "when grime was more 
raw, it's got a little slick lately" -the keyboardist was 
hooked. "I was just blown away by it, the sounds 
they were using, the approach. . .all these Eastern 
melodies, the rawness of the sound, and the off- 
ness of the rhythm, " he enthuses. "It just made so 
much sense to me. On that tape I heard, Tinchy was 
on it- at that time his voice hadn't even changed, 
he was probably about 15, 14...butlwassostruck 
by this kid's vibe and amazing energy, just his flow. " 

At a London gig last year, a journalist arranged 
a hook-up with Tinchy himself, while Gang Gang 
were recording a session. "We didn't know if he 
was definitely coming by," says DeGraw. Tinchy 
eventually arrived, "said hi, went straight to the 
headphones and just spit over this beat for half 
an hour straight. It was really amazing." 

Tinchy takes a while to find his place within 
the shingling grooves of live drums and jerky keys 
which, while recalling grime's frosty melodies and 
odd juxtapositions, are looser, more indulgent than 
the genre's blocky structures usually allows. Tinchy 
collages bars from 'Mainstream Money' with 
spontaneous utterances, Bougatsos amping up 
her responses to an impish pitch. "Grime is warped 
but it's within the beat," Ringo PStacey writes when 
I send him the track, "And Gang Gang are warping 
the structure rather than the contents. Tinchy is 
a charismatic MC but he doesn't have the 
superhuman abilities to ride such a grooveless 
beat, he can't process it so he doesn't try." 

Where Ringo hears "grooveless", I hear fluidity. 
Where Tinchy might have heard confusion, others 
will hear a delicious mash-up. I like the way 'Princes' 
faces up to difference and misinterpretation so 
boldly: this happened in real time, not cyberspace. 

"We're all interested in, when we travel, actual 
music from actual places - not the version that you 
get when you just sit in your own country and wait 
to hear about things," says DeGraw. "There are 
things that you can't get by sitting in front of your 
computer. Experiences with people who turn you 
onto it in the place it's from - they add a whole level 
to the music. That's a really important thing for me. " 

senselessness of placelessness 

Gang Gang's own regionality is a peculiar one, 
indicative of that expressed in creative areas of many 
major cities - open and secretive, experimental and 
oppositional and, most of all, transient; territorial 
yet constantly in flux or in dialogue with itself, 
fascinated by the urban sense of identity that allows 
Tinchy to state, over and over, his postcode. 
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Most of us have our musical map of New York 
City, drawn to according to genre lines - avant- 
garde, VU, disco, punk, no-wave. Talking Heads, 
Sonic Youth, hip-hop, DFA-style disco-punk. No 
Fun Productions' radical noise -and redrawn 
according to trends in discovery and rediscovery. 
One particularly strong thread is the city's tradition 
of cross-arts experimentation, its reputation for 
dialogue between academic and vernacular forms 
of music and other media, characterised in its 
earlier days by Arthur Russell's avant-disco or Sonic 
Youth's rock-concrete and finding an expression this 
century in the new psychedelic music of Black Dice, 
Animal Collective, Gang Gang, and more recently 
Telepathe, Effi Briest, Dirty Projectors: a futuristic 
DIY free-pop that could only have found form in the 
information age. But this itself is an exoticisation. 
As any city-dweller knows, urban borders are always 
shifting; sound never stays still. " Everything is so 
blurred nowadays, so non-specific," says DeGraw. 
"At this point, where I live in New York, I can't really 
tell that I'm in New York, you know? When we were 
first here, there was a very specific vibe. ..more of a 
dirtiness, a romantic sort of desperation -something 
I think was integral to us making music. Now it's just 
condominiums, wealthy people. . .in major cities, 
those special places are disappearing." 

What do you think is the right response to that? 

"I don't know...! feel like there are a lot of 
people that are reacting against it, so many people 
doing it that actual reaction isn't very powerful. Like 
there's this sort of 'Brooklyn scene', it's just a lot of 
bands trying to be as weird as possible. . .there's so 
many of them, there's no sort of strength to it, you 
know? I feel like, at this point, my reaction would be 
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to leave [laughs]. It wouldn't be to fight this weird 
war I don't even understand. 

"When we started playing we were tripping 
on these olderfreejazzmusicians-they laid 
groundwork for us to be open and free. And at the 
same time, when I first came to New York, I was 
listening to Suicide. . .those guys would say the 
same thing about the Velvet Underground, and the 
Velvets would say the same about something earlier. 
But yeah, I feel like we're part of that lineage. " 

" It's more fragmented than it has been in the 
past," Bougatsos concurs. "When we started 
making music there was a lot more of a common 
ideal or common good - a feeling of community. 
But once that burst in, I don't know, 2004, it felt like 
it was more internal . . .So now it's a different process 
for us. But the community that existed back then is 
still around, we're just in different parts of the world 
now," she laughs. "That's the difference!" 

When the mundane reality is that of 
gentrification and displacement, it seems all 
the more apposite that Gang Gang Dance's music 
is increasingly that of a dreamed, liminal city, 
a changeable and internalised metropolis. Yet it's 
a metropolis that, you sense, needs defending: one 
reason 5tDy/T?p/7na is such a seductive listen is that 
its sense of drift is underpinned with radical intent, 
and on a more personal level, the struggle to express 
sonic ambition within DIY strictures. One hears in 
it both Gang Gang's intense, communicative live 
urgency and their need for imaginative escape - 
and beyond that, the sound of the space where 
those desires intersect, confusing time zones, fusing 
continents and influences as a metaphor for sensory 
overload, bafflement and bliss. 
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glory in itself: gang gang so far 



Revival Of The Shittest 

The story began when Social Registry 
.^^^^ took it upon themselves to reissue 

rf ■*1B^Sl the band's self-released but super- 
? « ' Ul limited CD-R, channelling the raw 
sprawl of a unit still coalescing into 
the entropic teenage bedrooms of North America. They 
may have been self-consciously dead-punning on Survival 
Of The Fittest, but acceleration was building and their self- 
titled second record was released the same year. 

' '^ Hillulah 

Produced initially as a tour split with 
Animal Collective, the composition 
process took that employed for /?ei//i/a/ 
Of 7"/7e5/7/fresf (allegedly amassed 
from practice tapes) one step further. 
GGD were now treating each show as a unique event, 
and workshopping each performance - l-lillulaii patched 
together the live material into something different again. 

God's Money 

They would start spreading the news 
beyond Brooklyn a year later -their 
tour experiences dovetailed with a 
full year's worth of perfectionist 
studio time and the media pricked up 
its antennae, hopped onboard. It was their most mature 
work yet, and made the name they're still trading on. 

^ ^ A Retina Riddim 

But not contained by - as their 2006 
releases would show. The 'Rawwar' 
EP led off with 'Nicoman', the closest 
yet to a punchy pop single (albeit one 
that sounded like several radio 
stations woven into a fist) and they followed that with the 
Retina Riddim DVD-only release. Brakhage-like overlaps 
flicker through hyperactive cuts - and somehow the music 
kept miraculous pace. 
kicking_k 
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hardwired 

Words: Ben Mechen 

Illustration: Ben Newman 

The web might have dissolved 
cultural barriers, but not the 
human connection 

So the Information Superhighway is built, and we're 
rattling stuff down it every day, all day. Over the last 
few years our relationship with recorded sound has 
changed almost completely. Subscribe to feed, 
stream audio, scrobble tunes, like that try this, check 
the MySpace. . .we dance with ones and zeroes now. 

Music, all of it, is right there for the taking. We 
can sample it first, download it in seconds, and 
hoard it without having to worry about finding 
room or, if we choose, money to pay for it. It is as 
if a hole's been put in the pipes that channel sound, 
and there's nobody to plug the leak and mop up the 
puddle, so we're all gonna have a splash. 

Hence indie bands playing highlife guitar. Hence 
yet another baile funk or cumbia remix. Hence 
everything from Fela Kuti to Tuareg blues to Sixties 
Khmer pop drifting "on trend". More examples: 
South African kwaito producer DJ Mujava signs to 
Warp after his YouTube video for 'Township Funk' 
builds up significant net buzz. London-based duo 
Radioclit produce Esau Mwamyaya's debut album, 
a Malawian who they met at his second-hand 
furniture shop in Clapton, East London. This is how 
the internet made the world smaller. 

That's the story anyway. But, for many artists, 
labels, even bloggers, on the froth of this 
outernational wave, things are a little more 
complex. "We are still a very analogue operation. 
Much of our music is sourced from cassette, we are 
still selling far more CDs than downloads. I don't 
view the internet as having a whole lot to do with 
our label," says Jack Carneal of YaalaYaala, 
formerly of Will Oldham's Palace Music, now 
running a small US independent releasing West 
African music. "Internet cafes are still pricey for 



most Malians, a luxury. . .at least not just another 
psychic appendage like over here." 

"In terms of artistic collaboration, the internet 
has real limits. The internet is context-resistant, and 
context is critical in establishing meaning in music," 
argues Jace Clayton, aka DJ/rupture, whose blog 
Mudd Up! (www.negrophonic.com) documents 
dance music wherever it can be found (that is 
everywhere). For him, there's still something to be 
said for realness, an authenticity of approach and 
feeling that can lose itself in the global grid. " Really, 
it all boils down to the local dance. If you like 
cumbia, do you go to actual cumbia parties with 
working-class Mexicans, or do you wait until the 
international hipster contingent comes through 
putting cumbia in quotes, playing tasteful remixes in 
swish clubs?" 



We're not done with 
flesh and bone yet 



All the old questions are still here to be 
wrestled with; questions of wealth and poverty, 
misappropriation and influence, exoticism, paying 
what you owe. 

Alan Bishop of Sun City Girls and the Sublime 
Frequencies label puts it another way. Has the 
popularity of major label 'world music' favourites 
like Tinariwen pushed up sales of his own releases, 
say his recordings of Group Doueh, who ply a similar 
sound, minus the studio sheen? "Tinariwen have 
a huge publicity machine with money behind it. 
All we have is a small network of social outcasts, 
street hustlers, audio terrorists, night market freaks 
and random drifters, and a few hundred rupiah to 
spend when the rains fall. "Networks again, but this 
time without connecting wires, the old type. We're 
not done with flesh and bone yet. 




dipio 

Words: Ben Mechen 

If there is any such thing as a universal musical language 
chances are it operates somewhere below 1 20hz - the level 
of real no-good bass frequencies - and precisely in 
intersection with that other magical variable, Bounce. In 
pretty much all of the world's nooks, and there are a lot, this is 
near as anything a rule. Bass plus Bounce rumbles all of our 
bones, from Cowdenbeath to Cairo, in a million variations, 
every place a scene. 

DJ, producer, and transcultural scavenger DipIo has been 
tracing the veins of this global noise for half a decade now, 
joining dots between intensely local sounds, digging them up 
and playing them out, recording them, fusing and infusing, or 
just letting them speak for themselves. Since becoming 
obsessed as a teenager with Miami bass, the dirty thump of 
his own back yard, his attentions have been in constant flux: 
baile funkfrom Rio, Angolan kuduro, cumbia, southern strip- 
hop, Bmore club music, Latin freestyle, grime. . . 

But despite quickly becoming the world's most 
fashionable ethnomusicologist, he's anything but the musical 
butterfly collector, draining sounds of life and fitting them up 
in glass cases. Instead, he's simply trying to find new ways to 
make you move. 

"It's not my mission in life. In fact, I've got to say I'm an 
opportunist in a way. When Bambaataa first started to play 
Babe Ruth's 'The Mexican' or Kraftwerk, he saw that shit 
went off I'm like him -fascinated by music. He would cover 
the labels on the records, and that's why you paid him to play. 
He brought you shit. I just do it like that. I find tracks and try 
and give people what they've never had before. And until it's 
not working anymore, I'm going to keep searching it out." 

Has he ever encountered hostility? A suspicion that he's 
little more than a tourist pocketing sonic postcards, and 
booked on the next flight out? " Not really. Maybe from the 
hustlers on the streets. But to me there's two different types 
of places. There's cities with DipIo fans, places where people 
get it and I don't have to go stupid in my sets. And then 
there's cities where I gotta pay to record shit and no one likes 
me. I've been to both, but there's more of the second one ! " 

It's hard work that's paid off, both for himself, and for 
anyone whose ever bought his mixtapes, been to his 
Hollertronix parties, heard his pioneering production work on 
MIA's Arular, or, most recently, anything on his Mad Decent 
imprint (Bonde do Role, Buraka Som Sistema, Santogold). 

So, what's next? Where's fascinating him right now, the 
next microscene to blow a hole through the blogosphere? 
"Rotterdam! It's called 'bubbling'. Shit's nuts! But I guess 
wherever there are kids with imagination there's always 
gonna be something crazy. And unless I'm just stuck with my 
traditional Bodhran drum and washboard to make music, I'm 
going to use everything I can find." 
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afro noise 

Words: Louis Pattison 

Illustration: Stefan Danielsson 

The last couple of records by veteran transgressive noise 
outfit Whitehouse have left the eerie impression of a 
group evolving towards something, the group's piercing 
electronic tumult interrupted by a quality their work had 
seldom featured before: rhythm. Where Whitehouse goes 
next is unclear, but for now, William Bennett is focusing 
his fascination with African instrumentation into a new, 
collective project dubbed Afro Noise. In early cuts slated 
for the project's debut vinyl airing. Cut Hands: Afro 
-Noise /, African rhythms lock in to a terrifying intensity. 
"I have my own theory which is that the mind, usually so 
adept at recognising musical patterns, can't keep up with 
increasingly complex polyrhythms," explains Bennett. 
"When you run out of body parts to move, it invades your 
mind; adding noise to the equation tips the balance 
further into the domain of powerful altered states." 

What's quickly evident is that many of the key themes 
that underpin Whitehouse - a taste from cribbing from 
diverse cultural texts, sound as a route to transcendence 
- remain. Bennett, though, is no mere dilettante. As a 
grounding for the project, he took courses in African 
instruments including djembe, doundoun, and ksing- 



'The mind can't keep 
up with increasingly 
complex polyrhythms' 



ksing. But, he insists," I wouldn't want anyone to think of 
this as trying to imitate. It's an attempt to create 
something new certainly with //7sp/raf/b/7 from West 
Central Africa and Haiti but more in terms of the resulting 
desired responses than with technique." 

So far, Afro Noise has been aired in public only 
through the medium of DJ set, at Optimo and Edinburgh's 
Cut Hands club night. Bennett, however, has plans to 
pound the skins live. " It's a goal of mine to move towards 
incorporating live instrumentation, especially once we 
can get more people on board. I remember even on day 
one of the first beginners' course we were all sitting in a 
big circle banging away making an unholy din and it was 
just so much fun, and you're immediately reminded that 
music's far more about your passion and intent. Music 
and art are things for everyoneXo enjoy doing - not just 
'musos' and 'artists'." 




return voyage 

Words: Frances Morgan 

Illustration: Gwenola Carrere 



Revisiting David loop's Exotica 



David loop's Exotica was publisliedin 1999. Tine 
booia followed Ocean Of Sound, regarded now as 
the foremost text on ambient music, and in many 
ways was a continuation ofttie ttiemes raised in 
that book. However, Exotica looked specifically 
at the ways in which Western culture constructs 
a sonic picture of the exotic other, with reference 
to both ethnomusicological recordings and the 
kitsch, beguiling compositions ofLes Baxter and 
Yma Sumac- taking in film soundtracks, field 
recordings, colonial literature and Alice Coltrane 
along the way I first read Exotica in 2001. Between 
an awareness of the social and political issues 
surrounding this subject, and an acute sonic and 
technical sensibility loop seemed to have made 
a space for the imagination; the subconscious; 
dreams, demonstrated most obviously in the 
chapters of fiction interspersed throughout. 

Recently I thought about Exotica again, and 
how it had influenced much of my own writing 
since, especially on subjects relating to the use of 
or interpretations of ethnic musics in genres such 
as noise and electronica. I felt the book was very 
relevant to this new wave of global audio 
scavenging, yet I also wanted to talk about how the 
huge increase in musical availability generated by 
the internet had impacted on Western reception to 
and use of music from other cultures. 

David Toop: "At the time I was writing Exotica it 
[the internet] was just beginning. It was still hard 
to access the internet but it was getting easier even 
as I was writing the book. But I don't think it really 
was apparentthen how much that would change. 
I sensed it would because I'd been aware of it when 



I was writi ng Ocean Of Sound - that sense of 
information flow. There was a parallel for me in this 
metaphor I'd chosen for the beginning of Ocean Of 
Sound, which was Debussy hearing Javanese music 
in Paris at the end of the 1 9th century and this 
opening up to other cultural influences and the 
acceptance of them. People have always travelled 
and come into contact with other cultural 
influences, but there was always a feeling of 
superiority, and Debussy made this statement that 
in many ways he felt that Javanese music was 
superior to that of his contemporaries. So that was 
kind of a breakthrough in perception, and I had the 
feeling that the explosion that happened from the 
19th Century onwards -cultural influences, new 
ideas and technological change - that there was a 
parallel in what was beginning at that time." 

I've been thinking about whether access to 
a lot of music makes musicians better informed 
or whether they just use very specific elements 
of it. It's indicative of an attitude towards 
ethnic music that isn't about studying it; it's 
literally just another sound. 

"If you download through official sites like 
iTunes there's virtually no information about 
what you're downloading. For example, I've 
been listening to a lot of classical music and it's 
very difficult to find, say it's a compilation, who 
composed what. It's just the titles of pieces or the 
orchestra, conductor or soloists. 

"So if you don't really know what you're doing, 
that encourages this idea that it's 'just a sound'. 
That links in very well with musical trends -the 
whole foundation of hip-hop being based on 
playing breaks from records and the way that fed 
into developments in technology and digital 
sampling, so that the diversity of hip-hop sources 
led to the situation where it was all about finding a 
sound that worked really well. So it's not bounded 
by adherence to one kind of style: this has always 
existed in music and it'soneof the ways in which 
music develops, this hybridisation and grafting and 
the way ideas meet and what come from them. The 
movements of people around the world is incredibly^ 
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^complex. I'm still getting to grips with that, I think. 
And the different influences that exist within this 
crude idea of a national identity is quite astonishing 
really, so it's not as if it's a new thing; it's just the way 
that it manifests itself now is new." 

In Exotica you write that exotica is the 
"music of ruins", so there's this strong 
suggestion of the past in exotic music. I feel as 
if what I hear currently is exotica, but it doesn't 
have that sense of the past: it's more a kind of 
idealised view of an urban future. It's all about 
street music and bazaar culture... yet probably 
as ersatz as anything from the Fifties about 
ruins and tropical islands... 

"That's a trope that has been around certainly 
since the cyberpunk writers first emerged, like 
William Gibson and Bruce Sterling, and Blade 



'The idea of 
sound as an 
agent of 
instability is 
very important 
tome' 

- David Toop 



Runner, of course: this idea of the very complex 
cityscape which is a collision, a layering... bury down 
into it and you find this constant hybridisation. 
To some extent that is happening all the time, 
but not quite in the way that they imagine it. Also 
I think the Fourth World thing in music I wrote about 
in Ocean Of Sound and Exotica connected very 
strongly with those ideas, and again the influence of 
writers like [Italo] Calvino, the 'Invisible Cities' idea. 

"Music connects very strongly with memory 
but it also connects very strongly with loss, because 
sound itself is a transient medium. So it's always 
gone by the time you think about it. And so it 
connects very easily to ideas of loss and death; 
nostalgia is very powerfully expressed through 
music. So the idea of the impossible -the idea of 
manifesting the imagination through an intangible 
medium - is very strong, perhaps stronger than 
manifesting it through a visual medium. Because it's 
never there, is it? And it's incredibly subjective, our 
response to music. So it is possible to create these 
imagined urban environments that communicate 
very strongly because we all have our own take on 
it. We all bring to it almost what we would like to 
take out of it. 

"And I think the real problem is the distortions 
and projections onto all this source material. That's 
what makes ethnomusicologists such an anxious 
group of people. The earliest ethnomusicologists 
had this open-mindedness: they were fascinated by 
this very alluring music. But that started this very 
powerful sense that this music was disappearing, so 
they become protectors and conservationists. They 
realised that despite all their efforts people have very 
bizarre ideas of what the music means, where it 
comes from and what it's about - people have very 
crude and even racist ideas about 'tribes' and 
'rituals'. So this anxiety builds up that it has to be 
protected as a cultural activity, and then you get this 
uncomfortable situation where the meaning of 
someone else's culture is being protected by experts. 
And it's a conflict that can never be resolved, 
because on the one hand you've gotthis incredible 
access to material, but the nature of the way we 



access that material and the very thin contextual 
backup that comes with it encourages a very 
slight relationship to it. You sort of own it as soon 
as you've got it." 

I also wonder if my generation are so 
aware of what feels like the unstoppable- 
ness of information and of also of the 
presence of businesses and brands and so 
on that you feel you can take ownership of 
music because it's almost as if everything 
has taken ownership of you. Some artists 
almost make a point of the fact that they 
don't know much about the music they use. 

"I don't think there is a definitive answer, 
partly because it's an ongoing process and 
our relationship towards material is evolving. 
I think that was one of the problems with 
Exotica: my attitude is very ambivalent and 
mixed and sometimes confused. Sometimes 
I really dislike it if people take source material 
and come out with ridiculous, stereotypical ideas 
ofwhat it's all about, and use it in a way to dress 
up something mediocre. But then on the other 
hand, sometimes I like really trashy, exploitative 
distortions, and sometimes it's hard to say why. 

"My ideas on this change. I think I've moved 
in my own musictojustgoingto musicians-soif 
I want Japanese flutes I'll find a Japanese flute 
player-andactuallygetting to know musicians 
and working very directly with them. It's still 
a convergence of influences but it comes from 
much more of a one-to-one connection with 
other people." 

I suppose one thing about distance from 
the source material is that it gives you more 
freedom to create a fictional space. I find 
the fictional element to Exotica fascinating 
- the way it reflects the subject matter. 

"That was partly about writing, because 
I am as interested in writing as I am in music, 
and when I wrote Ocean Of Sound I had to find 
a new form, I felt. I was writing a book in which 
I played a part and that created an awkwardness. 
Also, I didn't want to write a strictly 
chronological book - 1 wanted it to begin with 
Debussy as a metaphor almost, but I didn't want 
to trudge my way through the 20th century up 
to techno. The way I dealt with that was to write 
quite a personal book, but in a way that was 
influenced by cut and paste and hypertext. 
And [in] £)cot/ca I just wanted to go further with 
that. I was influenced by Wong Kar-wai . . .Asian 
cinema at that time was fantastically stimulating; 
their approach to narrative was very bold, in a 
fairly accessible way. The other thing was that 
I was writing about music that was in a sense 
fiction, so it was very hard to get close to it 
without approaching itthrough fiction. The 
book was semi-autobiographical as well. I was 
going through some very extreme stuff, and 
I couldn't ignore that, but it was a question of 
how to deal with all these different strands. 

"But you know, I just liked these characters 
who invent lives for themselves and live totally 
through music. I've always found that 
fascinating, that you can construct a whole 
universe just through music and live that 
completely, all your life. It's an ultimate kind 
of exoticism, really, it's a rejection of how we're 
supposed to be and the lives we're supposed 
to live. People like Sun Ra -there's no point in 
looking for consistency or rational explanations 
with somebody like that: he decided to be a 
certain type of person and he was going to 
follow that through no matter what. I think 
that's admirable. So in a very tiny way the book 
was intending to do the same thing: to construct 
something in which you were never quite certain 
about the truth of it. The idea of sound as an 
agent of instability is very important to me. " 




worlds collide 

Words: Marcus O'Dair 

Illustration: Cath Elliott 

Before 'world music', there were 
Brian Eno and Jon Hassell, musical 
academics making the globe their 
playground. Thirty years on from 
their first meeting, they reconvene 
to talk ownership, surrender and 
reconciling the poles of intellectual 
rigour and incredible hedonism 



In 1 980, Jon Hassell and Brian Eno released Fourtli 
World Vol 1 . Subtitled 'Possible Musics', the record 
married Hassell's famously lyrical trumpet with Eno's 
synth textures, underpinned by a bed of African and 
Asian percussion. It wasn't the first time Western 
musicians had dabbled in so-called 'world music', 
but it was a landmark nonetheless, one that set the 
turf for everything from Paul Simon's Graceland to 
Vampire Weekend, plus a glut of 'ethnic' chill-out 
albums about which the less said the better. 

Three decades later, both men are regarded as 
titans of contemporary music. Hassell has since 
collaborated with the likes of Bjork, Ry Cooder, Baaba 
Maal and the Kronos Quartet, Ttie Wire declaring 
him as important as Miles Davis, Jimi Hendrix, or the 
Velvet Underground. Eno, meanwhile, has switched 
between playing producer to the stars and pursuing 
a tirelessly creative muse encompassing ambient 
sound, sampling and generative music. Yet here 
they are, together, again; not on record, but in 
Kristiansand, a small town in southern Norway, for 
the Punkt Festival, where they deliver a joint talk - 
or, as they have it, a 'Conversational Remix' - based 
on books which may or not become somehow 
interleaved and which they may or may not get 
round to writing at all... 



40 1 plan b 




"I think I was always listening to other music," 
Eno tells me, prior to the talk. "I've always been 
excited by any art that I didn't know the origins of. 
I'd think: 'How did they get to that?' That was 
always the most important questions to me." 

Growing up in Woodbridge in Sussex, how did 
you find out about global musical forms? "I grew up 
indeed in a small village," he replies, "But it was 
next door to two American airbases, so from a very 
early age I was listening to what was then extremely 
exotic American popular music from the South - 
doo-wop and early R&B. There was nothing like that 
on the radio in England, and I had no idea where this 
music came from. It was a huge surprise when, years 
later, I discovered it was all by black people. That 
was my first context for what you might call world 
music. It certainly was another world to me. " 

Such "extremely exotic" music has since infused 
into Eno's musical output, from the global collage 
of his 1981 David Byrne collaboration My /./fe/n7'/7e 
Bush Of Ghosts to the African-tinted production of 
Coldplay's latest. "I suppose I started to realise that 
you could have kinds of music that were interested 
in entirely different things than my local pop music," 
he explains. " For instance, it was a surprise to find 
that [you] could have music where tuning wasn't 
important. A lot of African music I was listening to, 
there was huge importance on the precision of 
rhythm, butthe instruments were all out of tune. 
And it obviously didn't bother anybody -just as our 
sloppy rhythm playing didn't bother us." 

Later, at the public talk, Eno discusses the 
influence in more abstract terms, implying that 
he found in the music something he now calls 
"surrender" - not in the sense of giving up, but a 
more active usage he defines as going with the flow. 
He says that while control-obsessed Westerners may 
regard this as naive and simplistic, it's a quality we 
tend to admire in "so-called 'primitive' people" . 

Hassell, who once wrote of a vision of a "coffee- 
coloured" musical future, has a similar theory. 
His intended book is "a tale of two equators, one 
around the planet, another at the waistline". His 
ideology concerns the need to balance north and 



south, both in terms of geography and physiology- 
the north, in this case, is technological in planetary 
terms, intellectual in terms of anatomy; the south 
"underdeveloped" but rich in a global, cultural 
sense, at one with the emotional and physical. 

Coming from a background in avant-garde 
Western classical, it's not hard to see why both men 
turned tothe music of these "so-called primitive 
people" in an attempt to shake some booty as well 
as stroke some chin. "We both come out of the 
schism of the Sixties," explains Eno. "They were 
meant to be all psychedelia and free love - but 
the decade also saw a particularly arid vein of 
philosophy that may be the most 'northern' 
[in Hassell's parlance] that thinking ever got. 
This translated into the music of Boulez and 
Stockhausen. So you had this intellectual rigour and 
incredible hedonism. We were interested in both." 

Such a dualistic approach not only explains Eno 
and Hassell's embrace of music from other cultures 
but also, perhaps, their pick'n'mix treatment of their 
discoveries. Hassell has pretty much dedicated his 
life to replicating on the trumpet the vocal style of 
Pandit Pran Nath, with whom he studied in India, 
yet his aim is notto replicate Third World music but 
to create a hybrid style he calls Fourth World. " My 
aim," he explained in the notes to 1977's Vernal 
Equinox, "Was to make a music that was vertically 
integrated in such a way that at any given cross- 
sectional moment, you were not able to pick out a 
single element as being from a particular country." 

Eno too has spoken of a desire to "crash 
different cultural forms, with all their emotional 
baggage" - does such a cut'n'paste approach 
imply less respect for the source material than more 
reverential folk collectors of previous generations? 
"Funnily enough, I think cut'n'paste is very much 
like folk music," he argues. "Prior to recording, 
people would take that verse from that folk song 
and that verse from that song, that tune that they 
heard in Ireland. There was no way of recording it, 
otherthan what remained in peoples' heads. It was 
continually being rebuilt. You hear it all the time in 
pop music as well, actually. I think there was only 



one period in history when we didn't have 
cut'n'paste, which was classical music, where it was 
fixed by the score. Otherwise the whole history of 
music really has been constant remix, basically." 

Butdoes he really insist that the old "cultural 
imperialism" charge of ripping off indigenous 
people is entirely invalid? 

"There are two different issues", he comes 
straight back. "One of them I think is a stupid one 
and one I think is a valid one. The stupid one is that 
ideas are owned by somebody - the history of music 
tells you that that can't be sustained. The one I think 
is valid is that I do think it's really tragic if somebody 
has a wonderful idea and somebody else comes 
along and makes a huge amount of money out of it. 
But the song 'The Lion Sleeps Tonight' - that was a 
huge hit many times over and the people who kept 



'I've always been 
excited by any art 
that I didn't know 
the origins of 

- Brian Eno 



getting paid for it were three American guys. But 
of course it was an African tune that was formalised 
into a composition by an African guy -and his 
family finally got paid something for it about five 
years ago. I just think that's extremely bad manners. 
In that respect, there is such a thing as plunder. " 

Thanks to the Punkt Festival, www.punktfestival.no 
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Buried in turf, buffeted by 
surf, the songs of Brooklyn's 
DIY exotica duo High Places 
area holiday for the senses 



■% % 




Mary is in Arizona, sitting at the kitchen table. 
"I'm at my sister's, in the mountains. My niece and 
nephews are sleeping, my sister and her husband 
are reading and talking, and my other sister is sat 
across from me, drawing. When the kids wake, 
we're all going hiking up Thumb Butte. It's a sunny, 
warm day, and unusually green, because it's 
monsoon season here." 

Rob, meanwhile, is in LA, house-sitting for 
the Lucky Dragons. "A really sassy cat named 
Centerfold is prancing and acting super coy, trying 
to get my attention, which of course is not difficult 
because she is a total babe. Lucky Dragons' home is 
1 00 per cent the same aesthetic as High Places' loft/ 
workspace: it's kind of a fort with lots of debris, old 
art books, lots of oddball acoustic instruments, 
pieces of found nature like seedpods, rocks and 
shells, old blown out speakers - and lots of cat hair. " 

Sothisishowwefind High Places: Mary Pearson 
and Rob Barber. The Brooklyn deuce cultivates 
miniature snapshots of nature and coaxes them into 
another world. Theirs is a fable articulated by 
ambrosial vocals, miscreant riffs, kitchen-sink 
polyrhythmsand indie-pop; a fairytale of the DIY 
credo that conjugated a classical graduate and a 
hardcore punk. 

"I lived in a small city in the Midwest my entire 
life," elicits congenial vocalist and orchestral loop 
seducer Mary - a trained bassoonist whose soprano 
reverie imbues High Places. "During college, my 
friends and I decided to stop being down on our 
town and to proactively make it into a more 
desirable place to live. We started organising and 
promoting events around town: house shows, 
potlucks, bike rides, book swaps," she enthuses. 



'Maybe the 
emotional colour 
and temperature 
of our music 
makes people 
feel like they're 
somewhere else' 

-Rob 



"To this day, I feel most comfortable playing 
basement, warehouse spaces and living rooms." 

" I basically come from that same ethos," 
harmonises rhythm alchemist and noise-exploiter 
Rob. "I grew up as a hardcore/punk kid -that was 
the most immediate scene for me to get involved 
with that had interesting ideas and politics," he 
elaborates, "but I was really hanging out in a lot of 
different scenes. I had these secret groups of friends 
that I kept compartmentalised from each other." 

Like? 

"Well, there were the hip-hop/graffiti kids, and 
my weird anarcho-hippy friends, and my hardcore 
skater homies," he expands. Unsurprisingly: High 
Places' byzantine pop and rugged production 
salutes early hardcore, rap and punk. "They didn't 
really mix much though," Rob resumes of his 
bygone sub-cultural comrades. "Whereas I really 
feel that right now is the best time in history for 
music - because there aren't genres and boundaries 
between all the weirdos making art. " 

"Yeah, I think this is a very 'anything goes' time," 
ventures Mary. "The internet makes the whole 
world much more accessible, and it makes it harder 
to compartmentalise genres and influences. " 

Has High Places' distorted exoticism engendered 
far-flung friends thanks to cyber-space? "Oh yeah ! " 
Mary rhapsodises. " It's amazing for us to travel 
to a place like Helsinki and see people singing along 
to our music - that's a very 2 1 st Century thing. " 
This global love has furthermore seen the duo 
release several cherished, reverb-charged seven- 
inches on imprints like London's Upset The Rhythm, 
Melbourne's Mistletone, and now Chicago's Thrill 
Jockey - who released a dreamy singles compilation 
03/07-09/07 \r\ July; and who unveiled their ace 
eponymous debut proper last month. 

Can you discern a shared aesthetic among your 
disparate stable-mates? 

"Well, all the bands on these labels sound 
completely different from each other, which is 
reflective of this non-genre global scene that is 
happening," Rob suggests. "I think if High Places 
have sounds that aren't 'Western', for lack of a 
better word, it comes from the bands we're around 
being bored with traditional rock sounds, and 
realising there's a lot of frequencies out there that 
aren't utilised much. Why not tap into them?" 

Do High Places consciously assimilate sounds 
from other cultures, other times? 

"Not really, no," reflects Rob. "We just filter and 
process what we hear on our travels and in our day 
today lives," he muses. "Although we hear so 
much music blasting out of cars and bodegas and 
park drum jams that are three blocks away - Latin, 
hip-hop, dancehall, and then, indirectly, legacies like 
Af robeat - that we just absorb it all . " 

Does this sense of context underpin your aural 
doctrine? The head-rush of natural ambience is all 
over High Places. "Definitely," nods Rob. 
"Environmental context means everything when it 
comes to experiencing things." 

Theirtwo-minute breezy punk sojourns evoke 
sunshine, ice-cream, clam-digging, seaweed. Little 
wonder they've been designated 'tropical'. 

"We love the beach, butwe aren't channelling it 
like 'Cheeseburger In Paradise'," Rob laughs, in 
homage to Jimmy Buffet's Caribbean salvo. "But 
maybe the emotional colour and temperature of our 
music makes people feel like they're somewhere 
else, which is awesome. " 

" Plus we do this thing to guitar recordings that 
makes people think we're using steel drums," 
professes Mary. 

"Oh yeah," expatiates her amiable comrade. 
"And I guess I also have a tendency to use major 
chord progressions that are so weirdly recorded they 
sound like they're buried in sand and turf. . . " 

You make me feel like I'm on holiday. 

" I'd say we're more escapist more than tropical. " 
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jectory, seeking the 
:rets of existence itself 



rds: Mike Diver 
itoqraphy: Cat Stevens 



"On Hidden l/l/or/d there was a quest to 
understand the worlds of nature, and of 
religion, and all these things around us that 
dictate the way we act and react," says Damian 
'Pink Eyes' Abraham. "With this record we're 
trying to explore these things deeper." 

If you've seen Abraham before, it's probably 
up front at a show, stripped to the waist, blood 
trickling from a self-administered wound on 
his forehead down to his wicked grin. It's such 
self-harming performances that are making 
headlines, but ignore them; right now, this 
Canadian sextet still measure their success to 
date in rider leftovers and petrol receipts, 
broken pedals and rolls of gaffer tape. 

Fucked Up's new album The Chemistry Of 
Common Life - it takes its name from a 1 9th 
Century pamphlet on narcotics and poisons -is 
the band's first for Matador, and the follow 
up to 2006's debut long player Hidden World, 
which itself followed a series of increasingly 
elusive limited-run sevens and twelves. 
Augmented by guest spots from Brooklyn's 
The Vivian Girls and Toronto vocalist Katie 
Stelmanis, Chemistry \s, like its predecessor, an 
album of powerfully graphic and conceptually 
rich lyrics - more on that shortly - with plentiful 
instrumental layers and pummelling 
percussion. It sounds big, contoured, complete. 
But what may not be immediately clear is that 
right now. Fucked Up might be the only thing 
keeping once-tight friends together. 

"Mike is my best friend, but I hate him more 
than anyone in the entire world," says 
animated frontman Abraham of his bandmate, 
guitarist and primary songwriter Mike '10,000 
Marbles' Haliechuk. "It's so weird, because 
he's been my best friend for years. We used 
to talkfor two hours a night on the phone, 
about records. . .This was before the band 
started, long before it. We don't do that 
anymore, but that's because we don't have 
a lot in common -what we each find 
interesting is very different." 

Haliechuk's agreement is brief, a trend that 
runs the length of our time together. "We 
would have drifted apart without the band," 
confirms the quiet architect of so much of 
Fucked Up's catalogue to date. 

"Both Mike and larethekindof guys 
who will cut and run on friendships," 
expands Abraham. "Ithinkwe have similar 
personalities, where when you drift apart from 
someone you do wash your hands of them. 
So the band is definitely what's kept us friends. 
We're more like a family than a band, as we're 
bonded by this thing that we can't control. 
Not in a romantic sense, like, 'We're a family 
and we love each other'. We're a family 
because we haveto be. To stay together." 
And again, Haliechuk condenses his 
compatriot's sentiments into a bite-size 



portion: "It's a relationship you can't break 
out of". 

It's almost unsettling to discover that as this 
band vaults towards breakthrough, it's already 
fracturing. Yet it seems this relationship is 
entirely responsible for the ultimate design 
of Chemistry, a punk rock record so not punk 
rock that at times it conjures thoughts of 
Pink Floyd -the foggy prog drone of 'Golden 
Seal' - and, dare one suggest as much, Jethro 
Tull (yes, that is a flute solo that leads the 
listener into 'Son The Father'). When Abraham 
makes his presence felt, it's still possible to trace 
Fucked Up backtothe hardcore circles from 
which they sprang, but what truly marks 
Fucked Up apart from genre peers is their 
approach to recording. 

"When we started, the studio work was a 
means to an end, the end being the live show," 
says Haliechuk. "Now, it's kind of the opposite - 
you play live in orderto sustain yourself making 
music in the studio, which is something I prefer. 
I guess it comes down to where you feel your 
strength is, and my strength is certainly writing 
songs rather than being a performer. Damian's 
strength is being a performer." 

"My idea of a dream show is to be jumping 
all overthe kids, and the kids pushing me 
around, and I'm bleeding and I'm probably half 
naked, and it's a real orgy of destruction," says 
Abraham. "It's never real violence - it's scary, 
but in a fun way. Conversely, Mike's idea for an 
ideal show is probably having his pedals work, 
and that it's sonically interesting to listen to. 
I think we're two different bands. When we 



is so ridiculous. If you think about us in a primal 
state, we're still hunters and gatherers -we 
collect things, gather records like nuts and 
hoard them. I have a terrible problem. All I do 
is buy records and books, I'm a horrible culture 
vulture who steals from everything. I think on 
Hidden World I started writing songs like Mike, 
so I'm like Frankenstein's monster with the 
songs I write now." 

Abraham asks me if I've seen Canadian 
horror movie Cube, from 1 997. Its plot rather 
mirrors the manner in which Fucked Up's 
songwriting develops. "It was about these 
shift workers who'd built this horrendous 
thing, andthey went on to discover they'd each 
built a small part of it without realising what 
the terrible whole was going to be," explains 
Hailechuk. "That'ssortof what this band is like. 
I give songs to band members in such a 
primitive state, they don't know what they are 
going to turn out like. It's intricately planned: 
everyone does their small part and doesn't 
really know what they are contributing to until 
it's revealed as this ridiculous 18-minutesong." 

The band's pre-Chemistry release 'Year Of 
The Pig', expanded to EP status via Matador 
several months back, does indeed run to 
epic length, serving as a warning, if one were 
needed, that Fucked Up's second album wasn't 
going to be as straightforward as its 
predecessor; antes were to be upped at every 
level, with arrangements bolstered by multiple 
guitar layers (as many as 70 are present on the 
end product) and the conceptual framework 
erected on Hidden 1/1/or/c/ fleshed and rounded. 



ridiculous, if you triinic about us in a 
primal state, we're still hunters and 
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make them work, that's the idea. There's a 
trade-off -to have a crazy live show, it means 
pedals do get stepped on." 

To expand on the recognition of divisions 
within the ranks, you could suggest Fucked Up 
is six different bands in one. Only once during 
the creation of C/7e/7?/stry... were all members - 
the group is completed by bassist Sandy 
'Mustard Gas' Miranda, rhythm guitarist Josh 
'Concentration Camp' Zucker, Jonah 'Mr Jo' 
Faico on drums, and third guitarist Ben 'Young 
Governor' Cook- in the same place at the same 
time, and that was to have promo shots taken. 
Abraham is quick to dispel there is any essential 
truth to Fucked Up. "The animal of the human 



A band-penned communique released 
in parallel describes Chemistry as "an expansive 
epic about the mysteries of birth, death, 
and the origins of life (and re-living)". 
In attempting to distil its philosophical core, 
Abraham brings things full circle: "On the last 
one we had 'Blaze Of Glory', which was saying 
religion isfucked; now we're writing songs 
asking: 'Well, it is fucked, but can't it be used 
for good instead of evil?' But because the 
songwriting process is so piecemeal, it becomes 
moredigestible. Mike's a good leader that way 
- he tricks us into thinking we're choosing to do 
this stuff. Meanwhile, the rest of us are like: 
'How did we get here?'" 
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dissent 

Words: Noel Gardner 

Confusion tactics from the 
Fucked Up production line 



Generations 
MixtapeVoM 

(Deranged, 2006) 

Amixtapeonan 
-. actual tape. How 
quaintly primitivist! Whatever. 
Behind this mild awkwardness lies a 
simple and great concept: a punk 
band stealing modern rap tactics 
wholesale and giving yc 



oad of exclusive ma 
witched up with cuts from their pals 
"(Career Suicide, Brutal Knights). 
Generations Vol3'\s imminent. 

Hoxton Cunts 

(self-released, 

^^^^^H Featuring no Fucked 
^■IH^H Up music and 
having nothing to do with the band, 
'Hoxton Cunts' is a run of 30 charity 
shop singles purchased by a pal of 
theirs, placed in new sleeves and 
labels, and sold at a London Fucked 
Up show without the band's 
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I of these artefacts sold fo 
on eBay. Ha... ha? 
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'David Christmas' came out at 
appropriate time last year, wa; 
charity', and was noted chiefly 
the guests who featured on its 
side: Nelly Furtado, James Mur 
Davey Havok from AFI and se\^ 
famous/amusinqotk 
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CHAOS IS 

Doom's forgotten daughter Runhild Gammelsdeter resurfaces 
with a solo album inspired by the complexity of genetics and the 
power of love 



Words: Joseph Stannard 

Photography: Brian Sweeney 



Runhild Gammelsaeter first emerged as a recording 
artist in 1 995, as frontwoman of Stephen O'lVlalley 
and Greg Anderson's extreme doom outfit Thorr's 
Hammer. After a period during which her 
formidable, guttural roar was suspected to have 
been consigned to the void for all eternity, 
Gammelsaeter reappeared as the vocal foil of 
guitarist James Plotkin (ex-OLD/Khanate) in the 
wayward, divisive Khiyst, whose Chaos Is My Name 
constituted one of the far-in high points of 2006. 
Gammelsaeter's solo debut, Amplicon - out now on 
Utech - is exhausting listening in the best possible 
way, representing as it does an artist's attempt to 
grapple with the intensity of human existence, from 
birth to death, encompassing love, pain, ecstasy and 
terror along the way. Amplicon eschews the epic 
and romantic, drawing instead on biology (Runhild 
has a PhD in cell physiology) and metaphysics to 
present a multi-dimensional meditation on the 
miracle of life. It's ugly, it's beautiful... it's everything. 

Runhild, can you tell me about the title? 

"Amplicon is a term from molecular biology. 
It denominates pieces of DNA created by an 
amplification technique, amplifying DNA instead 
of sound. Basically amplicons are a heap of identical 
DNA pieces having been copied, or amplified, from 
a single DNA piece through a process called the 
polymerase chain reaction (PCR). I always liked the 
word, which is primarily why I chose it. And I think 
the technique of amplification is fascinating in 
all its uses. Particularly in electronic music, where 
amplification is the basis for the electric signals 
being auditory. I think of amplification as creating 
a lot from a little. A tube full of DNA from a single 
DNA piece. A wall of sound from a pluck on a guitar. 
A record from absolutely nothing. All my songs are 
basically amplicons. Cuts and pieces, sometimes 
repeated, pasted together and amplified." 

Is there a narrative thread or theme running 
through the album? 

"I wanted to cover the spectrum of life -to 
describe the full cycle from the beginning of the 
universe to its end in scientific and biological terms. 
The cycle may be described by science, but is not 
without magic. Nothing leaves the system, the total 
mass of the universe conserved. The matter just 
changes places, energy shifts through different 
states. I didn't want to limit the description of life to 
the powerful and more common themes like death, 
but also the birth of a human being and the love 
that created it. Even about pregnancy ('Incubation'), 
about how the child grows in the womb. The 
sounds the baby hears through the belly of 



the mother, the soothing singing, the kicking feet 
and the heartbeat. Babies listen to their mother's 
heartbeat throughout pregnancy. I always 
wondered what that must have been like. 

"In 'Love' I wanted to portray a trip through the 
biological havoc love brings upon us. The racing 
heartbeats, the hormones, the blindness. The lows 
and the highs. The energy when it starts, the 
deafening pain when it ends, the longing for it 
when you don't have it. Love is one of the most 
intense and energy consuming things we can do. 
I think it's unfortunate that few metal bands make 
songs about it. I'm a huge fan of sad love songs 
containing hurt, defiance and anger, like 'Cry Me A 
River' by Justin Timberlake and the tunes Billie 
Holiday did, like 'You Don't Know What Love Is' and 
'At The End Of A Love Affair'. After all, nearly every 



of heartbeats recorded with a digital stethoscope 
through the Kaoss pad. Then comes the clipping." 

The painstaking editing process that shaped the 
final form of Amplicon is barely concealed, and this 
provides a great deal of the album's unique charm. 
As Runhild tells me, "None of the tracks were 
recorded at the same speed or key, I didn't pay 
attention to such things." Yet Amplicon is a lovingly 
assembled one-off rather than a self-indulgent 
mess, an intricately stitched tapestry of sounds, each 
one laden with its own highly personal resonance 
for the artist. The insistent throb of 'Birth', for 
example, with its high, keening vocal and bursts of 
reverb-laden distortion, and the heartbeat collision 
of 'Love', oscillating between "terror, then beauty, 
interchanging". At certain points during the latter. 



'I like confusing sound' 



adult person has experienced a broken heart or a 
lost love. Yet we don't often speak about it or try to 
express how that feels - maybe because the feelings 
are so complex that we don't have words. This is 
what I tried to do here. The anguish and the terror 
that come with the joy and the bliss. Love may be 
the very peak of human existence, in between birth 
and death. All my songs have this focus - express 
what you feel. If not with words, with sound." 

Can you outline your working methods for 
Amplicon - how did you assemble the tracks? 

" I started with the vocals, sang without click or 
tuners, then added instruments where they were 
needed. Vocals are traditionally used as additions 
to a song with a specified rhythm and key. I don't 
see why it has to be that way. I would make the 
selected vocal style and phrase repeatedly while 
recording for 20 minutes without stop. Usually, it's 
the last 30 seconds which are good. At that point 
you are exhausted, and the emotional or trance-like 
element of the sound element itself has taken over. 
It steers the performance, bringing out the 
underlying real emotion or element associated 
with the particular phrase. Often the tracks are as 
adverse as a chorus on acoustic guitar while singing 
together with a track of screaming, and a track 



a love song - delicate, optimistic yet corruptible - 
surfaces, hinting at Gammelsaeter's self-confessed 
appreciation of the popular lament. Even here, 
though, vocals generate texture and meaning in the 
same manner as the instrumentation, often to the 
point of one being indistinguishable from the other. 

The vocal and instrumental tracks on 
Amplicon are interwoven rather than separate 
and distinct. Was this intentional? 

"I didn'twanttoo much instrumentation, and 
I didn't wantthe instruments to bear a melody or 
overdo the vocals. Thus I just placed sounds and 
phrases from instruments into the vocals, which are 
the backbone of the songs. I guess the result can be 
perceived as being interwoven. This has to do with 
things being pasted on top of each other and 
overlapping in different lengths. In the mix, it was 
important for me to not place all the vocals in front 
and the instruments in the back, like a standard 
quartetwith a vocalist usually do. I brought forth 
any vocal or instrument which at any given time 
intuitively needed to be in front, and mixed together 
sounds from instruments and voice alike, not caring 
if they were human or electronic. There are vocals 
on this records that sound like instruments; I like 
confusing sound." 
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upward spiral 

Words: Liz Bougatsos and Kid Millions 

Photography (New York): Shawn Brackbill 

Boadrum 88 

Williamsburg Waterfront, New York; La BreaTar Pits, 
Los Angeles 

We were packing up before we left from 
Europe when I called Hisham [Bharoocha, 
music director] 'cuz he mentioned that we 
were being considered to lead the Boadrum 
88. He was away. It wasn't until we'd been 
stranded a week in Barcelona that we got the 
confirmation by email: U R NOW CONFIRMED 
TO LEAD THE BOADRUM 88 IN NEW YORK 
CITY. I looked up from the computer that we'd 
just got working: "Uhhh, guys?" 

We tried not to let it add to our stress levels 
- 1 mean, composing 88 minutes of music... 
leading and playing with 88 musicians. ..I 
didn't know how to take it. Gang Gang Dance 
are not the Boredoms. [Josh] Diamond wanted 
to slap around 'the Sevener' (a seven necked 
guitarthatthe Boredoms had fabricated for 
7.7.07). I wanted to co-ordinate my outfit with 
Yoshimi so we were dressed alike (but I never 
got a chance to even email her). 

The aftermath: it wasn't a typical show. 
There were serpents in the air. The Empire 
State building was reggae colours. Eyes were 
crossing to channel others' to band rumble 
click scream smile. People were destroying 
drum kits, stripping naked. ..savin' acid for 
each other. Sometimes I couldn't speak, 
could only sing with 88 other people. 

Somehow everything I did afterwards 
was peanuts. Even playin' Central Park 
Summerstage didn't affect me. It was all for 
the Boredoms. How I only wish we could see 
each otherwhiledoingiton both coasts. 

See, Boadrum was about uniting people 
that play music, through music. I am hoping 
the spiral will continue around the globe. 
Thanks Boredoms. Peace out. (LB) 



The La Brea Tar Pits are an unlikely park and 
educational centre in the middle of 
downtown LA -sticky, nasty and stinking 
poolsthat claimed the lives of curious 
mammals from the last Ice Age. We're talking 
sabretoothtigers, giant sloths and rats, 
mammoths; the gas-guzzlers of prehistoric 
times. They're fenced off and scattered 
randomly around a largely bucolic lawn where 
the Boredoms' stage sat in the middle of a 
giant spiral of 88 full drum kits. Occasionally, 
a disconcerting whiff of asphalt would drift 
through the ranks of drummers (in fact, there 
was an errant tar puddle within a few paces 
from my kit - marked with a couple of 
highway cones). 

I was a part of Boadrum 77, and while all 
ofthe participants knew that we were doing 
something unprecedented in pop music. 

There were serpents 
in the air. The Empire 
State building was 
reggae colours 

I don't think anyone was prepared for the 
spiritual, communal and sonic epiphanies that 
emerged during-andafter-the piece's 
conclusion. It was one of the most powerful 
experiences of my life - and tough to match 
when we brought the show to LA. 

Theeventwassponsored by Nike. Contrary 
to popular belief, they sponsored last year's 
event as well. There was a corporate presence 
to the event, and we were told that we were 
"required" to wear supplied Nike shoes and 
T-shirts . Not many did. But it wouldn't have 
happened without the sponsors, so you can 
take that for what it's worth. 

As was parforthecourse-the number8 
figured prominently in the proceedings. The 
performance was supposed to last 88 minutes 



(it ended up being about two hours) and it 
started at 8:08. The piece had two sections 
and a few rules. The Boredoms drummers 
would start a new pattern and then drummers 
would pass the beat along the spiral outwards 
from the centre. Eye had a few coloured 
staffs that indicated accents and freeform 
explosive sections. It was at once very simple 
and incrediblychallenging.You have to keep 
focused on the drummerto your right to 
get the pattern cues all while keeping your 
eye on Eye for his tempo and accent cues. 
The piece exacts a huge physical toll. 

The afternoon's rehearsal had not instilled 
me with confidence. Before the performance, 
I encountered a Disneyesque life-size tableau 
of an anthropomorphised mammoth family. 
The father was stuck in the slime, staring 
confusion and death in the face. A baby 
mammoth stood by his mother with a grave 
concern - Daddy ain't gonna to make it. 
Would the venue prove to be some kind 
of tacky metaphor for the performance? 

The audience seemed a bit sundazed, 
as is the LA cliche. There were 5000 people 
but plenty of room to spread out so no 
desperation. It felt like mild curiosity, honestly 
- but who knows if that's accurate. For the 
entire length ofthe piece I was focused 
1 00 per cent on the music and the drummers. 
I don't remember anything else, except 
that at the end, there was a huge deluge 
of cheering. 

As soon as we'd finished an older man 
and his son tapped me, "Hi! So what just 
happened here? We missed mostof it, wejust 
arrived." For a moment I struggled to even 
understand the question. He was looking at 
a massive stage and 88 drum kits. What the 
fuckdid bethink happened? 

"I'm really sorry, but it's impossible to 
describe. A lot of people played." 

"So was it some kind of performance?" 

"Itwas music- and you missed it." (KM) 
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songs for quiet places 

Words: Everett True 
Photography: Bryan Spencer 

Tujiko Noriko 

Judith Wright Centre For Contemporary 
Arts, Brisbane 

My companion is unsure. 

Smoke hangs suspended on the inside 
of the two spotlights framing casually- 
dressed Japanese artist Tujiko Noriko (jeans, 
trainers), making me think of a female saint 
poised in supplication, hands folded, looking 
upwards in prayer. People are sprawled out 
on the floor, on cushions and pillows and 
folding mats; uncomfortably perched on 
chairs along the side. 

No one talks, not even to whisper. I mean, 
you don't. Beer lies on the floor where it's 
spilled - no danger of being trodden in, 
as no one moves, except the gentle incline 
of a head or to stretch a cramped leg. 

The music streams down from the laptop 
on the just-raised stage, washes of colour and 
generous movements of sound and hyper- 
intense rhythm. Tujiko cradles a microphone 



and makes unfathomable noises of yearning 
and understanding. Occasionally, she stops 
the stream of music, laughs a little self- 
consciously, says "thankyou"soweknow 
when we should applaud, takes a sip of 
whiskey from a plastic container, furrows 
her brow in concentration and hits 'start' 
again to let loose with another gently 
mesmerising, trance-like music. 

My companion is unsure. 

I think she was expecting itto be livelier. 
I'm not sure the mood is particularly 
reverential, more one of rapt concentration - 
but anyone walking into this room of Room 
40 acolytes straight from a hurdy-gurdy whirl 
of brash/cute indie-pop could easily interpret 
it as such. 

This is like stepping into the centre of 
a modern art exhibit, where the TV flickers 
fitfully and disembodied voices speak of 
curtains -only without the flickering 
visuals, obviously. 

Room 40 is Noriko's Brisbane label, run 
by the redoubtable avant-garde enthusiast, 
promoter and l/l//re writer, Lawrence English. 
How he has managed to convince 1 50 small- 



town Brisbane sorts to come out for 
aweekdayevening of such heavy 
concentration-due, frequently microcosmic 
ambient music is a minor miracle. He does 
this every other week, it seems, and has 
somehow created a demand from nowhere, 
thus verifying my belief that any music, ever 
could be popular if given the necessary 
exposure and training. 

I mean, it doesn't all have to be Cold 
War Kids and Kings Of Leon. We could all 
be behaving like adults and being treated like 
the same. 

But my companion is unsure. Afterwards 
she whispers (because even afterwards we 
still feel compelled to whisper) "Bj6rk",the 
same waythat any male singer e\/ershould 
be compared to (oh, I don't know) Roy Orbison 
- because, what? Tujiko isn't English and 
she sings in a foreign language, high up, 
over spectral beats and imagined sound. 
I guess. But maybe that's all down to training. 
I mean, to these eyes, all pre-20th Century art 
looks as one. 

Chilled, alienated and welcomed in turn. 
It's a nice way to feel. 



It s an unusual signt in a rocK venue - signs 
warning the crowd not to overpower the 
music with chatter. But the auditorium 
goes cathedral-quiet as Justin Vernon, the 
cheque-shirted shadow behind Bon Iver, 
launches into set-opener 'Flume'. We're all 
here to experience that jaw-dropping 
voice, and it doesn't disappoint. It's 
achingly personal but powerful enough to 
make your chest vibrate. 

What might be even more impressive is 
that, against all odds, he's somehow 
managed to bring the wintry, arboreal 
atmosphere of his debut into this crowded 
West London hall. 'Lump Sum' invokes soft 



snowfall, and Vernon's soft falsetto on 're: 

stacks' drifts around the auditorium, 

visiting with each crowd member 

personally. 'The Wolves' inspires 

a fevered singalong that ends with the 

whole audience howling. 

Chris Lo 

Hauschka 

Union Chapel/ 

Here in the Union Chapel, all carved wood 
and homely stone, this guy Hauschka 
opens up a baby grand and starts fiddling 
around. We sit in the pews and when he 
starts to play the sound that emerges is so 
strange, so pwned, so thoroughly hacked, 
that everyone starts grinning. It's lovely. 



Delicate rattles and blips as though the 
piano ghosts are clearing their throats. It's 
gaffer tape, foam wedges, and baby's 
rattles. He plays a whole duet with a ping 
pong ball. We watch it bounce on the 
strings. And then it's just him and the 
piano, like watching two old lovers dance. 
Jesse Darlin' 



^B Festival, Brighto 

A veritable plethora of extension leads, 
four way splitters and cables engulf the 
feetofBrianBorcherdt and Graham Walsh. 

The former: a man possessed in four- 
and-a-half-minute increments, tearing 
away relentlessly at a film synchroniser 



and screaming inaudible lyrics into a cheap 
earbud; effects-units looping and stitching 
his ululations into the very fabric of the 
omnipresent audio-tapestry 

The latter: more lucid, but joyous and 
pogoing with childlike, tartrazine-induced 
energy before regaining his composure 
and affecting nonchalance once more. 
Tapping and switching metal stomp-boxes, 
fiddling with cordless phones and any 
digital detritus from the Eighties that may 
conceivably emit electronic beeps. 

Overall, it's redolent of getting every 
single electrical item that you and five or so 
of your mates own and turning them all on 
atonce.lt sounds like fun. 
JayCapeling 
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of sound 



the case of sallis benney 

Words: Petra Davis and Joseph Stannard 

Leslie Keffer photo: Greg Neate 

Colour Out Of Space Festival 

Sallis Benney Theatre, Brighton 

It's raining all weekend, we knowthat already, 
and it's only Friday night. Pouring, pounding, 
the sky grinds the pavement beneath a grey 
heel. We emerge from water into whine: 
inside the theatre, a man with muppety grey 
tufts of hair is abusing a guitar, while two 
women in nightdresses manipulate stereo 
signals via hand-held FX units. They look and 
sound like kittens playing with a dinosaur. 
The dinosaur is Rat Bastard, unrepentant and 
Hunter S as the name implies, and one of the 
kittens is later revealed to be Leslie Keffer, 
whose own set starts a party of sorts onstage; 
Keffer drags up noiseboys from the audience 
and cajoles them, mostly unsuccessfully, to 
dance , as she lets loose stuttering, limber 
techno rhythms from her machines of doom. 
The set is improvised but it hardly matters: 
this is noise as booty-shaking, joyful bodies 
swinging up overthe edge into the light. 



If Leslie Keffer is the light, then 
Skullf lower are the dark; none more black, in 
fact. Their performance -through thick rows 
of clenched fists - is suffused with a piratical 
atmosphere that at times verges on macho- 
diabolics, reminiscentof what Leslie Keffer 
has described as 'the terror of male-centric 
power electronic depravity and goon-ism'. 

The second stage, inside a saturated tent 
outside, becomes an unlikely counterpoint, 
muddy and cold, but filled with beautiful, 
Beuysian self-made instruments: a giant, flint 
marimba curves like a smile across the stage, 
a mutilated kettle drum hangs from a tubular 
frame, a piano wire strung beneath. 
These and other mysterious objects are the 
architecture of an astounding improvisation 
by Limpe Fuchs, Krautrock pioneer and 
mistress of classical noise. Playful, artful and 
completely unconcerned with edge, Fuchs 
chooses instead to develop a relationship 
with the surrounding space and audience. 
Chattering, she rolls wooden balls across 
a drum-head, teasing the rain on the tent 
roof. She plays marimba and kettle drums 
together, and the sound rolls sinuously around 



the canvas walls. Slowly we realise we are 
standing inside an instrument, our breath, 
our warmth, affecting tone and timbre. 
It's a lovelyfeeling, and one sustained by 
the babble and warm, cryptic rumble and click 
of Les Reines D'Angleterre - French vocal 
savant Ghadalia Tazartes, performing with 
Jo Tanz of Tanzprocess records and el-g. 
Where Fuchs makes the room her instrument, 
Tazartes makes it his internal landscape, 
melding vocal traditions into an anti-history, 
dislocated and idiosyncratic-swallowing and 
regurgitating syllables stripped of their 
historical meanings, insistent on a narrative 
of sound alone. 

By comparison, festival closers Thurston 
Moore, Bill Nace and Chris Corsano seem 
idiomatic; theirs is an invigorating blowout, 
technically brilliantand compelling but- 
perhaps by virtue of their knownness - less 
than surprising. Buoyed nevertheless by 
a very happy crowd, these three superstar 
noise jockeys close a sold-out festival that 
is beginning, despite (or perhaps because of) 
its diversity and stubborn inventiveness, to 
develop a concrete identity of its own. 



from British composer and double bassist 
Gavin Bryars comes sandwiched 
between a jaw-dropping 'human theremin' 
routine from Portugal's Rafael Toral and 
the dystopian laptop soundscapes of 
Barcelona-based J Peter Schwalm. 
Given such a strong line-up, it may 
seem perverse to suggest that the real star 
of Norway's Punkt festival was, in fact, 
a room. Yet the basement is home to the 
festival's USP: the live remixing of material 
just performed live in the main venue 
above, executed with no little restraint 
and featuring live musicians. These 



subterranean reinterpretations are the 
reason why this tiny festival has, in its 
four-year history, punched so far above 
its weight. Brian Eno, here with an audio- 
visual installation of paintings digitally 
morphing at intangibly slow speeds (the 
joke is that it's like watching paint dry, 
but it's compelling enough stuff) really will 
walk past while you're eating your 
breakfast. If you're nice, he'll even talk to 
you (see page 41). 
Marcus O'Dair 

Sex Pistols^ 

Hammersmith 

It's difficult to know where to start, so let's 
start at the end. As in, the end of history. 



I'm not here as a music writer, but a games 
one. The latest incarnation of Guitar Hero 
are using this latest Pistols-reunion tour 
as a press event -you may recall that the 
Pistols re-recorded stuff for them and. . . 
Christ, do you need an explanation? Sex 
Pistols gig as PR event for a videogame 
which maybe the ultimate expression of 
rock's capitulation. DA FUG. 

Yet somehow, even here, openly comic, 
they manage to make it black.The nihilistic 
heart? 'Babies' has faded away - and, 
veah. there's a frisson of alorious wrona 



about being encouraged to clap along to 
that particular hymn. The perennial two- 
guys-behind-you mock it panto-style: 
"It's behind you". "Your career". 



You laugh. 'God Save The Queen' kicks in: 
"We're the future/Your future ". Lydon's 
laughing back.The punchline: Four old men 
playing pub rock for coins. The point's clear. 
No matter who we are, no matter what we 
did, eventually, we all come to this. 
Afterwards, I watch four games 
journalists play 'Anarchy In The UK' on 
plastic instruments. And right then, it 
seems like that's all anyone ever does. 
KieronGillen 

Festival Sudoeste I 



Zambujeira do Mar, Portug§ 

Maybe it's the coastline, or the rich 
mandarin sunsets. But these are some of 
the most responsive crowds I've ever seen. 
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heads ride 

Words: Neil Kulkarni 
Photography: Emily Graham 

Ponytail 

Chameleon, Nottingham 

Nahh, I'm not dancing but then I'm the 
poorest and oldest person here. Weak, faint, 
penniless, elsewhere. My head is 1 feet above 
the floor as I perch on a beat-up leather sofa 
and try and see through the ruckus to 
Ponytail. They are surrounded by a whirling 
wallof pretty flesh, giggling middle-class 
skinnies who can afford drinks and who'r 
currently shaming avant-rock into a 
specialism, unable through their sensual bloat 
to proffer any narrative for this music beyond 
whether something rocks or not, dude. 

Yes I'm antique, yes I need this stuff to 
mean something, I need this stuff to have a 
reason to exist beyond jollies and bruised ribs, 
I need it to take me beyond. It doesn't seem 
too much to expect Ponytail to singlehandedly 
defibrulate my love of guitar-rock before it 
expires in a numb fog of deadened ends and 
senses - SO M UCH of what passes for the 



current electric-wow leaves me lukewarm, 
perhaps because so much of what's said 
about it seems to be simply gaps inbetween 
exclamation marks. So when Ponytail stroll on, 
wait for the soundman to come back from the 
khazi, and pause, poised, ready to uncoil, my 
belief is entirely dependent on what is about 
to ensue, my faltering sense of connection 
with music, any music, reliant on something/ 
ANYTHING occurring that I can't explain, have 
never heard before, that drags me from the 
failure of my sodden squalid reality into some 
kind of dreamtime again. 

An hour later they're ending, my eyes 
have been closed for a while, and I'm gone, 
sold, beaming, on fire. We've been on an 
adventure. Deep green dew-drenched 
jungle, stomping golden desert, antarctic 
ice, melding with spores, osmosising in the 
bloodstream, landing on feet in the middle 
of the maelstrom on the motorway. Tonight, 
to about 20 people, Ponytail use wood and 
wire to deliver a devastatingly unmannered 
mammalian birthyelp, multi-directional in 
texture but bolted to heart and feet and soul 
by sheer melodic strength -and crucially all 



this beautifully arranged racket has its 
settings flicked away from noise-rock's usual 
concerns (misery/spite/revenge) into pure joy, 
real mysticism in the shrieks and whalesong 
coming from Molly Siegel's body, invoked 
through an natural barrage of writhing 
exaltation. Much has been made of the yoL/th 
of Ponytail's music, I'd say that to call their 
gauche glossolalia a mere simulcrum of infant 
intensity isto miss out this music's universal 
reach and it's scarifying sense of timelessness- 
in their most gorgeous moments of calm, in 
their most seething moments of stacked-up 
incident, Ponytail recall something beyond 
ancient, they flash on the chemical chaos of 
a universe as yet unspoiled by consideration. 

Ponytail's noise, this din they throw out 
with miles of smiles and goodwill, liberates 
and lifts you into a holy state of awe at human 
possibility: it's only at home, heart humming, 
ears ringing, that you realise the sub-atomic/ 
supra-cosmic dazzlement is gonna make every 
other gig this year seem awful small-scale, 
awful mean, way too secure. Let Ponytail whip 
the earth from under your feet and lose your 
co-ordinates immediately. Stupendous. 



I'm dancing to Cut Copy in a packed 
tent, and every moment's electric. There's 
an aerobics vibe; if they shouted out 
moves, everyone would follow. This go-go 
music with its New Order riffs and Italo 
stripes doesn't sound as calculated as it 
used to; tonight it's unstoppable pop. 

There's much more besides. Lisbonites 
Discotexas outdo even Rex the Dog in 
hyper sugar-rush dance-pop, before going 
way overboard into an epic maelstrom of 
bad taste. Chemical Brothers prove 
themselves noisy, unpredictable, 
compulsive. And Booka Shade -amidst 
the neon boxes in is the Kubic arena - wrap 
thousands around their fingers. 
Robin Wiiks 



Something continues to nag at the back of my mind, 
heavily implying I should find Black Mountain 
distasteful forthewaythey pour hirsute thud-rock 
into a mould of indie-kid appeal. It's certainly true 
that while the Vancouver unit are a mildly 
incongruous presence atthisweekender in 2008, 
they would have been turned away even a few years 
ago. Hold that thought. This is 'Stormy High', it has 
maybethekillerestriff of the year (mid-Seventies 
Quo in search of space) and it's louder than the 
nagging voice by several hundred decibels, even 
through the stage's awful PA. Black Mountain have 
tons of moments like this and are the best band of 



hints at bloodlines between Pentangle or Rich 
Thompson to the surprisingly good Laura iViarii 

and sweetly superb Nina Nastasia. None of which 
accounts for interlopers on the private party like 
Howlin' Rain ( Ethan Miller's absurd if self-awa 
whammy bar abusers) and Junior Boys (fluid, 
dubbed-out electropop with a burgeoning yach 
rock element) to pocket-sized crowds, on accour 
it pissing down. Either despite or because of this 
meteorological bane, people chomp away at Gr 
Man's family-friendly rep by getting absolutely 
shitfaced in their droves. Dunkirk spirit? Think 
someone last night had a plastic bottle of that, i 



oel Gardi 
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now booking: olaf ur 
arnalds 

Interview: Lauren Strain 

The nature of your music means 
audiences are often completely 
silent and attentive to every 
little detail of your live set- does 
this make you nervous? Or is 
performance a very natural 
thing for you? 

"I've been performing live since 
I was 1 3, but it took me a while getting 
used to being the frontman. But after 
playing over 1 00 shows this would become 
natural to anyone! Sometimes I become 
very conscious about tiny things: like how 
I position my hands when I'm not using 
them, or how I tilt my head or something." 

If you had to be stranded on 
a desert island with only one 
instrument, which would it be 
and why? 

" Piano, of course. More specifically, 
a Schimmel K 1 89, the most beautiful 
instrument I have ever played. I'm pretty 
sure I could spend the rest of my life 
exploring musical possibilities through 
that piano without getting bored of it. 
Around the age of 1 4, 1 started trying to 
figure out what it was that caused me 
to feel what I felt when I heard a certain 
melody or chord progression. I was mostly 
interested in sounds that made me feel 
sad and sounds that made me feel hope, 
which is a much more subtle feeling than 
sadness and more challenging to work 
with. This was mostly done on the piano 
because on the piano you have everything 
in front of you, just as it is. The piano has 
always been the instrument that speaks 
the most to me." 

Your music pairs traditional 
instruments with the voices 
and whirrs of manmade 
machines; are you fascinated by 
this juxtaposition? How do you 
view the relationship between 
'artificial' and 'real' sounds? 

"Sounds are just sounds, no matter 
what they are made of, and they are all just 
as valid. I'm very fascinated by the contrast 
of using computer made sounds alongside 



traditional instruments that have existed 
for hundreds of years. I think there is 
a certain surreal feel to that, based on 
people's images about those two different 
mediums. But in the end, it's all just 
collections of different frequencies." 

Do you have a favourite piece 
of music you've composed; one 
that you feel most attached to? 
Why do you think this is? 

"I'd have to say 'Himininn er a5 hrynja, 
en stjornurnar fara |Der vel'. I was travelling 
and wanted to try using spoken word 
but didn't have a microphone, so I turned 
to the speech function on my MacBook. 
It really got me thinking about human 
feelings and why it is so weird for us to 
hear a computer talk about them; why is 
it so distant to us that a machine could 
have feelings, even if we had the 
technology to build a machine exactly 
like the human body?" 

What is your greatest 
ambition/hope for your music? 

"Just to keep evolving and for me 
always to do better and better - whether 
that means making a better record than 
the last one or playing bigger shows and 
spreading my musicto more and more 
people. I don't like standing still. I guess 
I'd like to be able to say I have inspired 
someone, changed someone's life. Because 
in the end, after I'm gone, my life doesn't 
matter anymore. So if I am to die, I must 
inspire while I live." 

Well, with that as your missive, see winter 
in a little early this year with Olafur's array 
of frosted vox and slumbering scores. 
Leeds Brudenell Social Club 
(October 1 9), Cardiff Clwb Ifor 
Bach (20), Glasgow Stereo (21), 
Aberdeen Tunnels (22), Kendal 
Brewery (23), Coventry The Tin Angel 
(24), London Union Chapel (25), 
Birmingham The Hare And Hounds 
(26), Oxford Holywell Music Room 
(27), Brighton Komedia (28), Norwich 
Arts Centre (29), Manchester 
Mint Lounge (30), Great Yarmouth 
Festival (November 2), Bracknell 
South Hill Park (2), Exeter 
The Phoenix (3) 



celebration of life 2008 

Organised in tandem with the 
Metropolitan Black Police 
Association, Celebration Of Life 
provides a place for you to 
rejoice in the potential of music 
to cross boundaries. 
Performances from Bishi, 
Roachford, Alison Hinds and 
Nicolas Branker. 
www.southbankcentre.co.uk 
London Royal Festival Hall 
(October 17) 



all tomorrow's parties: release 
the bats 2008 

Get spooky with the undead: Shellac, Les 
Savy Fav, Lightning Bolt, OM, Pissed Jeans, 
Wooden Shjips and Andy Weatherall. 
London Forum (October 30, 31 ), 
Birmingham Space 2 (November 1) 

astral social club 

Harness the sounds of your own grumbling 
existentialism with Mirfield's spectral 
medium. Kylie Minoise supports. 
London NOG Gallery (October 29) 

bishopsgate emerging artists 
programme 

Herald a nascent generation of composers 
and musicians with these two events. The 
first. Coming Together, has a performance 
from collaborative ensemble Jetsam, 
who will explore how music can be used to 
protest, revolt, gather and unite. 

The second sees Manu Delago 
and his band showcase an array of Swiss 
percussion instruments and the JoWills 
ensemble perform their piece for the 
Gamelan, Rasa. 

London Bishopsgate Institute, 
(October 9, November 6) 

brainwash festival iii 

A day of gauzy, star-gazing sounds, with a 
host of Leeds talent (Sky Larkin, Vessels, That 
FuckingTank) starring alongside Olafur 
Arnalds and Glissando. 
Leeds Brudenell Social Club 
(October 17-1 9) 

DEAF electronic music festival 

Venues smelt into one other to host Trans 

Am, Fuck Buttons, Chrome Hoof, Autechre, 

LukeVibert, and so much more that yer 

synapses'llmelt. 

Dublin Whelans and Village (October 26) 

billfrisell 

Frisell presents a 'Music And Film' event in 
tandem with the London Jazz Festival and as 
part of the Barbican's Autumn Contemporary 
Events series. 
London Barbican (November 15) 

fucked up 

Celebrated hardcore from a human ball of 
blood and sweat. 

London 93 Feet East (November 7), 
Brighton Freebutt (8), Birmingham 
Barfly (9), Oxford Zodiac (1 0), 
Exeter The Cavern (1 1 ), Cardiff Clwb 
Ifor Bach (1 2), Stoke Sugarmill (1 3), 
Nottingham Bodega (14), Coventry 
Kasbah (1 5), Glasgow King Tuts (1 6), 
Sheffield Corporation (1 7), 
Leeds Cockpit (18), Manchester 
Roadhouse(19) 



these arms are snakes/ 
russian circles 

Proggy hardcore! Hoggycore 
prod! Proddy hug-core! Plan B 
recommends embracing the 
many-limbed lords of all three 
of those brand new genres at 
the following venues. 
Brighton Engine Rooms (November 
1 4), Exeter Cavern Club (1 5), Leeds 
Brudenell Social Club (16), Glasgow 
Stereo (1 7), Belfast Black Box (1 8), 
Dublin Whelans (19), Manchester 
Star And Garter (20), Nottingham 
Rock City (21), London Islington 
Carling Academy (22) 



glasgow improvisers orchestra 
festival 

In which the Glasgow Improvisers Orchestra 
invites long term and new collaborators 
to take part in a maelstrom of performances. 
With shows from Michel Doneda and 
Tatsuya Nakatani, Maggie Nicols, Usurper, 
Age of Wire & String, B/MacD5, Catriona 
McKay/Alistair MacDonald and 
Aileen Campbell. 
Glasgow CCA (October 24, 25) 

hawnay troof 

The bespectacled bastion of cool tours 
new record Islands OMy/e and blogs 
furiouslywhile doing so. 
Glasgow 13th Note Cafe (October 
1 5), Leeds Brudenell Social Club 
(October 16) 

holy fuck 

Tortured panels of electronixxx will 
SCREAM as they torture their dials, 
buttons and pedals of fearsome fun. 
Leeds Faversham (October 7), 
ManchesterThe Deaf Institute (8), 
Stoke-On-Trent Sugarmill (9), 
Sheffield Leadmill (12), Bristol 
Carling Academy (13), Birmingham 
Carling Academy (14), Nottingham 
Bodega Social Club (1 5), Brixton 
Academy (1 6), Oxford Zodiac 
(1 7), London King's College (1 8), 
Belfast Speakeasy (1 9), Dublin 
Academy (20) 

Indian jewelry 

Wedescribedthemas"likeMBVforthe 
PS2 generation " . But aren't you the Xbox 
360 generation now? I have no idea 
what's going on. 

London Luminaire (October 1 5), 
CorkTheWhiskey (17), Dublin 
Boom Boom Room (18), Glasgow 
Nice 'n' Sleazy's (21), Manchester 
Town Hall Tavern (22), Liverpool 
Barfly (24) 

kill your timid notion 

From the hivemind behind the annual 
Instal arts festival in Glasgow comes a 
celebration of sound and image, 
exploring how what we hear and what 
we see are related to each other. Curated 
byArika and Dundee Contemporary 
Arts, KYTN showcases performances from 
Francisco Lopez, Keith Rowe, Kjell 
Bjorgeengen, PhilippWaschman and 
more; exhibitions; and seven programmes 
of pioneering avant garde film. 
Dundee Contemporary Arts 
(October 10-12) 
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forever presents 

Plan B is proud to support the 

following fine shows from 

Ireland's Forever Presents. 

Trans Am 

DublinThe Village (October 24) 

Tilly And The Wall 

Dublin Andrews Lane Theatre 

(October 28) 

Mastodon 

Cork Savoy (December 2), Dublin 

Vicar Street (3), Belfast Spring And 

Airbrake (4) 

A Place To Bury Strangers 

Dublin Andrews Lane Theatre 

(Decembers) 

www.foreverpresents.ie 



lambchop 

Silence in the pews for Kurt Wagner's crew. 
Brighton St George's Church (October 
29), Reading Town Hall (30), Glasgow 
ABC (31), Dublin Tripod (November 1), 
London Union Chapel (3,4) 

the last shadow puppets 

Arctic Monkeys frontman Alex Turner 
and mate IVIiles Kane of the Rascals 
bring their post-apocalyptic dranna-pop 
(with strings orchestrated by Final Fantasy's 
Owen Pallett) to packed houses. 
Wolverhampton Civic (October 1 1 ), 
Manchester Apollo (1 2), Leeds 
Academy (1 3), Glasgow Academy 
(22), Sheffield City Hall (23), 
London Hammersmith Apollo (26), 
Newcastle City Hall (27) 

lords 

"Warm soundmilk for your ear," they say. 
Which is possibly the most inviting 
proposition I've had in at least twelve hours. 
Nottingham Art Organisation (October 
24), Glasgow Nice 'n' Sleazy's (25), 
Newcastle Cumberland Arms (26), 
London Luminaire (28), Cambridge 
Portland Arms (29), Brighton Engine 
Rooms (November 1), London 93 
Feet East (8) 

lykke li 

Swedish pop toughie mixes cute'n'cruel and 

caramel in equal measure. 

Liverpool Carling Academy (October 8) 

mahjongg 

Chaos, squared. Upset The Rhythm's 
London show features support from 
Caldera Lakes, Kevin Shields and Married 
In Berdichev Musical Revue. 
Dublin Whelans (1 7), Glasgow 

Stereo (1 8), Cardiff Clwb 

Ifor Bach (22), London 
Bardens Boudoir (23), 
Brighton Freebutt (24) 



maps and atlases 

Fresh from supporting those 
temperamental Foals, this 
Chicago foursome are left to 
navigate latitudes and 
longitudes all by themselves. 
Glasgow Captain's Rest (October 8), 
Nottingham Rescue Rooms (10), 
Exeter Cavern Club (11), Brighton 
Engine Rooms (12), Oxford The Regal 
(1 3), London Barden's Boudoir (1 4) 



mogwai 

Scottish fixtures ladle up brews of doom from 
new album The Hawk Is Howling. 
Edinburgh Corn Exchange (October 
21), Manchester Academy (23), London 
Hammersmith Apollo (24) 

murcof 

The Mexican electronic composer performs 
with strings, merging his pixels and digital 
artilleries with something more organic. 
Reading South Street Arts Centre 
(November 14), Bristol Amolfini (15), 
BirminghamThe Hare And Hounds (16), 
Brighton Duke Of York's Picture House 
(1 7), Liverpool The Bluecoat (1 8), 
Oxford Holywell Music Room (19), 
London Purcell Rooms (20), Norwich 
Arts Centre (21), Belfast Sonic Arts 
Research Centre (22) 

no age/los campesinos!/times 
new viking/lowers 

It's the Shred Yr Face tour! We promise you 
not one of the tykes in any of these bands 
would be brave enough to do thatXo you. 
Brighton Komedia (October 14), 
Liverpool Carling Academy (1 5), Leeds 
Irish Centre (1 6), Dublin Whelans (1 7), 
Glasgow School Of Arts (1 8), London 
Electric Ballroom (20), Bristol The 
Fleece (21), Manchester Academy 2 (22) 

of montreal 

The indie-pop masquerade ball arrives. 
London Koko (October 1 6) 

okkervil river 

Texan clatter merchants bring their circus of 
tour stories back to the country that LOVES 
THEM SO (this istheirthird UKtour in around 
a year), hot on the heels of upcoming LP The 
Stand Ins. Cursive join them in London. 
Norwich Waterfront (November 5), 
Manchester Academy 3 (6), Dublin 
Academy (7), Glasgow Oran Mor (9), 
Wolverhampton Wulf run Hall (10), 
London Shepherd's Bush Empire (11), 
Brighton Concorde 2 (12) 




metronomy 

Synchronise your animatronic 
dance moves with these 
sax-touting, LED-wearing 
indie-electro chaps who are, 
strictly speaking, robots. 
Liverpool Korova (October 
28), Edinburgh Cabaret 
Voltaire (29), 
Leeds Cockpit (30), 
London ULU (31), 
Brighton Audio 
(November 1) 



qu at the junction 

This series of gigs see one of Bristol's 
foremost DIY promoters host the following: 
1 ) Arctic Circle locking furry horns with 
grubby nuisances Munch Munch. 
Bristol County Sports Club (October 1 0) 
2)Anni Rossi and James Blackshaw weaving 
taut-stringed, moorland magic. 
Bristol Redland Park United Reform Church 
(October 18) 

3) Crazy-paving collaborations between 
Vialka's leading lady and her man with two 
Bristol-based artists: circuit-board whizz 
Tom Bugs and noisemaking wanderer (and 
Portishead collaborator) Team Brick. 
Bristol The Junction (November 1 0) 



now booking: swn 

Huw Stephens interview: 

Katie Horrocks 

Rolo Tomassi photo: Pat Pope 

What inspired you to create a 
Camden Crawl/The Great Escape 
style festival in Cardiff? 

"I'd wanted to put on a festival like 
Swn in Cardiff for years. Radio One ran 
a week of gigs in Cardiff about eight 
years ago and it was excel lent; there 
was a general good buzz about the city 
I was lucky enough to go to South By 
South West, and then I went to the 
Airwaves festival in Iceland two years 
ago. Reykjavik felt the same size as 
Cardiff; it's a fairly small city with loads 
of music lovers, venues, promoters and 
bands. Me and John from the My Kung 
Fu label decided we just had to go for it, 
and Swn was born." 

Do you feel bands neglect 
Wales when touring the UK? 

"Sometimes. But there are specialist 
promoters like Loose and Peppermint 
Patti who make an effort to bring the 
bands they want to see to Wales. 
Swansea, Aberystwyth, Newport, 
Bangor and Wrexham have gigs as 
they're all student towns and cities, 
but there's still not half as much going 
on as couldbe happening in Wales 
as a whole." 

How important is it to you to 
involve not only local bands but 
also local promoters, clubs and 
record shops? 

"Working with local promoters 
hopefully highlights the shows they put 
on all year round. Some of the venues 
hadn't put live music on until we did 
Swn last year, and they suddenly realised 
the benefits of doing so. This year, 
we are using a stunning theatre called 
the Reardon Smith, which is in the 
National Museum OfWales.The last 
gig they held there was Donovan in 
the Seventies!" 

As well as music, Swn 
features elements of film and 
art. How are you developing 
these aspects this year? 

"There'll be more films and music 
videos, but they'll be shown in the 
venues this time, on walls in foyers and 
outside venues so that more people see 
them. There's more art, with a Sleeveface 
exhibition at the G39 gallery and the 
artist and graphic designer Mark James 
is exhibiting in his hometown of Cardiff 
forthe firsttime, at Magpie. His Cardboy 






figures sell over the world and his work 
is unique, so it's really exciting to have 
him and his work involved. Llyr Pierce 
will be showing his cardboard art, too. 
There's a three day seminar taking place 
this year, with an interactive element, 
and educational and industry talks are 
being held from theThursday That'll 
be the only thing of its kind in Wales 
and it's a development we're excited 
about. Same with the comedy and 
events like Scrabble Sunday" 

What do you see as the future 
of Swn? 

" We want it to grow comfor 
in future, using the venues we're using 
now and adding new elements to it each 
year. We're always open to new ideas. We 
want to expose Welsh music to the world 
as well as bring the world to Wales and 
mix things up." 

Who are you most excited 
about seeing this time around? 

"Future Of The Left, always! Young 
Marble Giants! Muscle Club! Euros 
Childs! Rolo Tomassi! The Lovely Eggs! 
Tubelord! Truckers of Husk! Wrightoid! 
Pixel H8 ! So many By the time this issue 
is out we'll have loads announced, so 
check the site." 

Please regale us with tales 
of your favourite moments/ 
performances at Swn. 

" Last year, me and John drove 
about in his car trying to catch a bit of 
everybody We saw White Mice do an 
impromptu gig after a Scotch Egg set 
which wasjust brilliant. Bass Clef and 
Loefah at Clwb Ifor Bach was amazing. 
The Swn bus that took people from 
venue to venue didn't know where it 
was going (it will this year, promise). 
I had to tell this couple to be quiet when 
Edwyn Collins was playing. Edwyn 
Collins! John's beard was more fruitful 
than it had ever been." 



Plan B hook up with local promoters 
Lesson #1 on the opening night of 
Cardiff's Swn festival to bring the holy 
triumvirate of RoloTomassi, Indian 
Jewelry and Volcano! to the downstairs 
of Clwb Ifor Bach. Lineups and other 
details forthe city-straddling festival 
are still being finalised, but you can 
watch the tasty gobbets of info dribble 
in (and purchase wristbands) at 
www.swnfest.com 

Cardiff various venues (November 
14-16) 
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now booking: hokaben festival 

Sun Ra Arkestra interview: Lauren Strain 



What are your most treasured 
live experiences? Where are your 
favourite places to perform? 

"Every night performing live is 
a treasure. Each one is different based 
on the vibrations of the day. You 
take the best of whatever you are 
feeling wherever you are, and the 
different feelings affect the music 
with good vibrations. 

"With the Arkestra, you never 
know what road the vibrations will 
take you down. Outdoors, indoors, 
concert halls, clubs - everywhere is 
the best. Teaching others and interacting 
with new generations bring new 
challenges and the opportunity to 
make every place the right place for 
the music." 

What makes you continue 
making, and performing, music? 
Where does your inspiration 
come from? 

" I keep looking for what is new 
and how to interpret everyday life 
through music. Emotion keeps driving 
and moving along the creativity. I am 
always learning and bringing back things 
I thought I had forgotten. Fifty years in 
the Arkestra has had me interacting with 
so many different generations." 

What is your preferred way to 
experience music? Do you prefer 
to be alone or with others? To 
listen or to play? 

"All different kinds of people 
listen to music in all different ways. 
Whatever works for them is the best 
way. Myself, when I listen alone, I can 
focus on the music more; but then, every 
day is different. 

"The Arkestra rehearsals are 
importantforthe understanding of music 
to everyone who is performing it. Other 
people hear other things. Musical 
vibrations can take you to another 
place - all sounds are important to 
hear, like the birds, insects, animals, and 
all the sound around us." 

Do you ever find it difficult 
to re-engage with certain pieces 
of music from your past, or are 
you able to find a fresh approach 
each time you perform/listen 
to them? 

" It is just the concept of doing what 
you are doing. You just get the vibrations 
right so that you can feel someone 
else's idea of someone else's world. 



You can learn from that how to stay 
fresh and blend in with everybody 
and stay connected. It is important 
to musically understand what others 
think and to understand their traditions. 
So many of these things come together 
into one soup, sort of like Sun Ra's 
'Moon Stew'." 

Please regale us with stories 
of some high times on the road 
with the Arkestra. 

"There are lots of those! There are 
good memories of being out there 
doing the Arkestral things; going to new 
places like Japan and Tuva gave me 
good feelings and new experiences. 
So many European experiences 
have been great, as these places 
keep changing and keep pushing 
my dreams and ideas." 

And have there been any 
particularly low times? 

"Always, there are some challenges 
on the road. Not getting enough sleep, 
no time to eat when touring, rough 
times, problems with money or baggage. 
We have sometimes had to leave 
members of the Arkestra behind to 
handle problems when travelling, 
but we always find a way for things 
to turn out all right. Sun Ra always 
used to say that things have a way 
of working out." 

Where do you feel most 
at home that isn't your actual 
home? And what is it, do you 
think, about those places that 
makes you feel the way you do 
about them? 

" Every place actually becomes 
my favourite at one time or other. The 
favourites can change; the whole planet 
ismyfavouriteintheend. 

" In spite of the probable challenges 
of the day, you can find wonderful things 
in every place you visit." 
(Marshall Allen) 

The Sun RaArkestra headline a night 
at the Plan ^-sponsored Hokaben 
festival. Occupying the East End with 
an avant frenzy, Hokaben prides itself 
on having "not a foppish indie band or 
yawnsome post-rock band in sight" . 
Hence, also: Don Caballero, Fucked 
Up, Aufgehoben, Vialka, Hey Colossus 
and so much more you'll need your 
eyes checkin'. www.hokaben.co.uk 
London 93 Feet East (November 7-9) 



the coast 

Hooks'n'barbs'n'spikes'n' 
shimmers from Canada's up and 
comers who reach our shores 
for the first time. 
Edinburgh Sneaky Pete's (October 
1 3), Manchester Ruby Lounge (14), 
London The Old Blue Last (1 5), 
London The Lock Tavern (1 6), 
Southsea The Fat Fox (1 7), London 
Proud Galleries (18) 



oxes 

Baltimore noise merchants bring their animal 
appetites to the capital. With Bilge Pump and 
Lords in London, plus Beestung Lips at 
Capsule's event in Birmingham. 
Oxford The Cellar (October 23), 
Birmingham The Hare And Hounds (24), 
Brighton Freebutt (25), Leeds Brudenell 
Social Club (26), Liverpool The Kazimier 
(27), London Luminaire (28) 

the research 

S'all bubblegum, badges on trucker caps and 
buttoned-up cardigans - 'cept the lyrics are 
quite sad, really. Loan a hug for the evening. 
Leeds Faversham (October 1 2), 
Glasgow Stereo (20), Newcastle 
Cumberland Arms (21), London 
Luminaire (22), Tunbridge Wells Forum 
(23), Southampton Hamptons (24), Bath 
Moles (25), Oxford Bullingdon Arms 
(26), Bristol Louisiana (27), Birmingham 
Bar Academy (27), Stoke Sugarmill (29), 
Wakefield Escobar (31), Manchester 
Roadhouse (November 1), Runcorn 
Doghouse (2), Norwich Arts Centre (3), 
Nottingham Bodega (4), Cambridge 
Portland Arms (5), Brighton Freebutt (6) 

rolo tomassi 

Last month's cover stars get all screamo 
down your lug'oles. 

Tunbridge Wells Forum (October 19), 
Derby The Royal (21), Oxford The Regal 
(22), Brighton Engine Rooms 
(November 8) 

roots manuva 

Former Plan Bcovef star slimes you at the 
following venues. 

Gateshead The Sage (October 7), 
Edinburgh Liquid Room (8) Glasgow 
Arches (9) Manchester Warehouse (11) 
Nottingham Rock City (1 2) Coventry 
Casbar (1 3) Preston Club53 (1 5) 
Sheffield Plug (16) Birmingham 
Academy 2 (1 7) London Shepherd's 
Bush Empire (18) Brighton Concorde 
(21) Cambridge Junction (22) Bristol 
Anson Rooms (23) Exeter Lemon Grove 
(24) Plymouth University (25) 

anni rossi 

Ms Rossi supporting thelinglings in the 
USA was quite possibly the strangest pairing 
in history; her work is all contrary viola and 
huffing, stamping heels. 
Belfast Lavery's Bunker (October 9), 
Galway Roisin Dubh (10), Dublin Boom 
Boom Room (1 1 ), Cork The Whisky (1 2), 
Edinburgh Henry's Cellar Bar (1 3), 
Leeds The Library (14), Nottingham 
Lee Rosies (1 5), Sheffield The 
Shakespeare (16), Liverpool The Barfly 
(1 7), Bristol Redland Church (1 8), 
Northampton Labour Club (1 9), London 
Borderline (20) 



don caballero 

Much-cited bastions of 
complex, art-angst rebound; 
P/anB yells "thumbs up! ".The 
London date is as part of the 
Hokaben festival. 
London 93 Feet East (November 7), 
Brighton Engine Rooms (8), Bristol 
Croft (9), Oxford The Regal (10), 
Leeds Brudenell Social Club (11), 
Glasgow Stereo (1 2), Belfast Black 
Box (13), Dublin Whelans (14) 



shellac 

Those excellent Italian greyhounds are 
back to deflect your heckling with clever 
putdowns. Be warned: drummer Todd 
Trainer eats people like you for elevenses. 
Galway Roisin Dubh (October 27), 
Dublin Button Factory (28), London 
Forum (30, 31), Birmingham Custard 
Factory (November 1), Glasgow ABC (2) 

sic alps 

Siltbreeze's finest'll make y'all queasy, in the 
best of ways. 

London Barden's Boudoir (October 7), 
Cambridge The Portland Arms (8) 

tilly and the wall 

The gang of tapdancing Nebraskans are 
back to shovel itching powder into 
yersoles'n'souls. 

Southampton Brook (October 20), 
Birmingham Barfly (21), Manchester 
ClubAcademy (22), Glasgow King Tuts 
(23), Leeds Cockpit (24), London ULU 
(25), Belfast Limelight (27), Dublin 
Andrews Lane Theatre (28), Cork Cyprus 
Avenue (29), Galways Roisin Dubh (30) 

trans am 

Maryland's decibel-ravaging behemoths 
are here to pour vengeance 'pon the 
bleeding, oozing ears. 
London Corsica Studios (October 22), 
Belfast Limelight (23), Dublin The 
Village (24), Cork Cyprus Ave (25), 
Galway Roisin Dubh (26) 

toumani diabate 

The Malian virtuoso and his trusty kora 
head a battalion of instrumentalists 
(also known as the London Symphony 
Orchestra) as part of the Barbican's 
continuingAutumn Contemporary 
Events series. 
London Barbican (October 29) 

thewalkmen 

They've got a new record, f'sure, but you'll be 
waiting for 'The Rat', right? Right. 
London ULU (October 28), Manchester 
Academy 3 (29), Leeds Cockpit (3 1 ), 
Glasgow Stereo (November 1), Dublin 
Button Factory (2) 

white hinterland 

More musical output from Portland, 

the place where everything seems to happen 

these days: this time, witness the UK 

live debut from ghost-voiced feline child, 

Casey Dienel. 

Brighton Komedia (October 16), 

London Bush Hall (17), Manchester 

NightAnd Day (18), Cork Cyprus Avenue 

(1 9), Galway Roisin Dubh (20), 

Belfast Aunt Annie's (21), Dublin 

Crawdaddy(22) 
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Marnie Stern 

This Is ItAnd I Am ItAnd You Are ItAnd So IsThat 
And He Is ItAnd She Is ItAnd It Is It AndThat IsThat 
(Kill Rock Stars) 
Zach Hill 

Astrological Straits (Ipecac) 

Marnie Stern shares with Joanna Newsom and Bjork 
that happy delicacy of both feature and phrase that 
tempts critics to the language of: if spiders were 
cheerleaders, if guitars had hearts, if music made 
buildings, etcetera. But Stern, like her equally over 
pixified counterparts, is a virtuoso, not an ingenue. 
She seems more invested in the concrete geometry 
of technique than in the metonymic logic of 
poetry. As she described her process shyly over 
and over, during the press storm around last 
record In Advance Of The Broken Arm, she 
emphasised the importance of both constant 
practice and influence - Mick Barr, Eddie Van 
Halen, Carrie Brownstein, Spencer Seim, Ian 
Williams, and three hours' playing a day, taken 
like medicine, like clockwork. 

This Is It And I Am ItAnd You Are It And So Is 
That And He Is It And She Is It And It Is It And That Is 
That is equally virtuosic. Stern draws on a language 
of exploration rather than experience. "I'm like a 



is possibly Joanna Newsom's work with Van Dyke 
Parks on Ys; but where Newsom, ever the 
philologist, allows syllabic quantities to guide the 
flow of both narrative and arrangement, it's the 
geometry of Stern's idiosyncratic sonics that rules 
here. And, on this record at least. Hill's work is 
intrinsic to the process, most clearly on 'Clone 
Cycle', which sees Stern solemnly describing 
her own take on the Pythagorean qualities of 
numbers, pushed into slant rhyme by the scansion 
of Hill's patterns. 

Since they first collaborated on Mick Barr's 
Shred Earthship project in 2006, Stern and Hill 
have shared an uncanny understanding. Each 
self-taught as an adult, they are the newest 
additions to experimental rock's growing roster 
of directors and performers whose collaborations 
deeply explore their own personal preoccupations 
and a form more closely associated with jazz than 
with rock, Beefheart and Zappa notwithstanding. 
But, of late, Mick Barr, Mike Patton, Thurston 
Moore, Brians Gibson and Chippendale and 
Yamataka Eye have followed this path while 
maintaining their involvement with more 
egalitarian forms. Hill, too, maintains both Hella 
and Holy Smokes, while this year also sees his 



An elevation of technique to its own 
certainties and stories 



raging animation, "she howls on 'Steely', "I wonder 
what it's like to be one?" 

'The Crippled Jazzer' finds her paralysed outside 
of interaction by a surfeit of possibilities: "Stuck 
in composing, finding an angle, hellbent on 
c/7oos/ng". Yet the album's emotional dimension 
is notably richer than that of its predecessor, 
and here. Stern is willing to make choices 
without playfully undermining them. "Here's what 
I want, here's what I want: someone to come at 
me/Someone to design/Pull me from the dream 
world, pull me from the dream world, " she pleads 
on 'Simon Says'. It's a torch song for humans from 
the woman who sings, on 'Prime', the album's 
opening track, "All I can see is dolphins/I feel close 
to them and no one else". That lyric, on the first 
album, would have been a celebration; here, it 
more closely resembles a panic attack. 

This time around. Stern is wearing her goofy 
soft rock influences on her album sleeve. 'Vault' 
sounds like nothing so much as Pat Benatar. 'Shea 
Stadium' is deconstructed Cheap Trick. In response, 
Zach Hill's drums are characterised by more 
straightforward patterns; where, on In Advance. . . , 
they often countered Stern's tapping and pointed 
out alternate readings and rhythmic possibilities, 
here they're in collusion with the guitar lines, 
reinforcing rather than questioning. The result 
is extraordinary: an elevation of technique to its 
own certainties and stories. The closest parallel 



first solo record. Astrological Straits, which 
allows him free rein as a multi-instrumentalist 
and composer. 

The bluster and splatter of Hill in full flow, 
combining influences as disparate as punk and big 
band in syncretic, rhythmic licks, will be familiar to 
those who've encountered his work with Holy 
Smokes; in particular, their 2004 project, the 
book/soundtrack Masculine Drugs/Destroying 
Yourself Is Too Accessible: Old Children's Ramblings 
For The New And Improved Child And Hypocritically 
Dexterous Hippy. \^or Astrological Straits, however. 
Hill is joined by old cohorts Robbie Moncrief 
and John-Reed Thompson from Stern's band, 
and Chino Moreno, with whom he works in 
fantastical experimentalists Team Sleep. New 
additions to the collaborative roster come from 
Les Claypool, of Primus, and both Dean Spunt 
and Randy Randall of No Age. But it's the evolution 
of Hill's partnership with Stern that gives rise 
to the sweetest fruit of this new offering. The 
33-minute track, 'Necromancer', is a redrawing 
ofthe pair's roles on This Is It..., and it's an 
eloquent response to 'Clone Cycle'. Here, we 
find Stern narrating an improvised psych freakout 
for piano and percussion (Marco Benevento, 
on piano, admirably keeping up). The track is 
one continuous take; a sinuous exposition of the 
possibilities of collaboration, ofthe grace there 
is in relationship. 
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Ann I Rossi 

Afton (4AD) 
The Organ 

Thieves (Mint) 

There is a band herein Leeds that I like to 
watch because watching them is affirming. 
They are two girls, and a boy. The boy is an 
intrigue. The girls are feral and edgy; they 
lock into each other like chewed up pieces of 
Lego. Each pound of every beat and each 
vocal spew hands its homework in just 
before deadline-threatening the song with 
expulsion, then rescuing its sorry ass. This 
much I know: girls have their own rhythm, 
and this can only be a good thing. 

Anni Rossi's /Afton kindly demonstrates 
my point (though perhaps not so well as her 
YouTube cover of Radiohead's 'Creep'). 
On opening track, 'Machine', she whoops 
about "impulses" and "security", \/\o\a 
thrusting about behind her, homemade 
percussion clicking nervously. Words leap 



t^ 






wildly strung out and cauterised only to 
swell into a wholesome melody. There is 
nothing fresh here in the city: even the rain 
feels poisoned. Yet, for a short while, you 
can almost feel the cool, fresh air rush into 
your lungs and oxidiseyoursoul -such is 
the purity of the strings, the wind and her 
ice-cream vocal. Rossi's music has a strong 
bloodline; one that stretches through the 
dusky voice of Kim Deal, the unprocessed 
and unrelenting babble of Kristin Hersh 

Like a ticker tape 
parade, like a hearse 

and the theatrics of Amanda Palmer. It's a hell 
of a DNA strand. But there's more to Rossi than 
a handful of hasty comparisons. These songs 
have a pulse; they leap about, barely 
contained within their four dimensions, 
spritely and bold. Affirming. 

Thieves is a post-split compilation of 
unreleased tracks from Canada's The Organ. 
Though understandably less polished than 
Grab That Gun, Thieves is every bit as emotive 
as their debut; in fact, the roughness lends the 



songs a more intimate quality. They feel real. 
They cling to you. The Organ write music to 
soundtrack the teenage crushes that just 
won't go away the heartache that never 
leaves you even when you cure your ills 
with a new love. They document the damage 
that only humans can cause to one another. 
When Katie Sketch opens 'Oh What A 
Feeling' with the line, "You let in the ghost _ 
of her", voice spiralling up and down the j 
scale, it'stimeto hug your pillowtight and 
hit the light switch. 

The Organ must surely be the ones that 
got away and it's painful to listen to this 
album inthe knowledge that it will be their 
last. There is, simultaneously, a grandeur 
and a sense of self-deprecation about what 
they do. The grandeur is bolstered by that 
organ, which plays in and leads out most 
of these songs like a ticker tape parade, 
like a hearse. Sketch's lyrical turns are 
nuggets of literary gold - so simple, yet 
they claw into your consciousness. 

This much I know: these girls have their 
own rhythm. 

And their own place in history. 



Bloc Party 



Intimacy (Wichita) 

/A?f//7?acj/finds Kele Okereke as cold and 
as bitter as ever. But maybe that's the point: 
intimacy is not always easy, and the 
relentlessly precise sounds provoke that 
aching doubt. 'Halo' closes with "Maybe 
you 're the one who'll complete me, " but, 
amid threatening tones, the sentiment 
sounds empty, rendered meaningless both 
by its overuse in popular culture and its 
(mis)use here. But 'Mercury' is pretty fun, 
all thundering drums, doom-laden bass and 
incongruous brass, tarnished only by that 
slightly irritating vocal hook.Those layered 
vocals constitute an unforgivable abuse of 
stereo sound; but at least they supply an apt 
metaphor for the singer's general 
omnipresence. Of real instruments only 



subordinate shadows remain, dead husks 
before Okereke 's hall of mirrors. 
Darren Loucaides 



Simon Bookish 



Everything/Everything (Tomlab) 

Simon Bookish's new album is the finest 
British release of the year- and one of those 
rare records that manages to balance a 
commitment to experimentation with a keen 
sense of pop. He's left his laptop to recharge, 
here employing brass and strings to great 
effect instead. His analogue jazz ensemble 
can only be described in paradoxical terms: 
Tudor disco? Glam rock operetta for Farfisa 
organ and harp? It's delivered with enough 
panache to rival early Roxy Music, and 
Bookish's trademark absurdist sense of 
humour at times interrogates language like 



Derek Jarman's Wittgenstein, at other times 
earnestly serenades the ackee and plantain 
and rainbow of damask of Dalston's Ridley 
Road Market. 

With a new, live version of 2005's 
glorious 'Portrait Of The Artist As A Fountain' 
and the baroque 'Carbon', Everything/ 
Everything \s a moonwalk backwards 
through Bowie's career, stopping only 
to take in Nomi's classical influences. We feel 
chastised for our impatience: his fusion of 
contemporary composition, minimalism and 
theatrical folk you can dance to has been 
worth the wait. 
Pil and Galia Kollectiv 

in the studio: simon bookish 

I watched: " Peter Greenaway's The Falls. 
It's his first feature, completely unlike his 



later films. It's crammed full of strangeness, 

humour., it's the secret primary inspiration 

behind my album." 

I made: "Arrangements. Hundreds of pages 

of dots on music paper The whole album was 

scored out before the brass and saxes came 

in. My studio is still littered with the awful 

evidence." 

I missed: "Almost every new film, concert 

and cultural event in the first half of 2008. 

I get into a slightly hermitic frame of mind if 

I'm making music." 

I wished: " For the same things as everyone, 

I suppose... more hours in the day, more 

cash, better coffee, DX7s not being so 

expensive on eBay, more harpsichordists and 

pedal steel guitarists in Hackney (I didn't get 

any of these things)." 

I learnt: "How to write for the harp at last." 
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Christina Carter 

Original Darkness (Kranky) 

Christina Carter exploits melody's potential to disconcert. 
She shifts between tonality and atonality, structure and 
fragmentation, song and drone, less as stylistic caprice and 
more as emotional necessity. Like Jandek, one often feels as 
if a new key of thinking has to be learned in order to understand her work, 
and immersion in both artists can leave other music sounding staid and 
conventional, ossified in tuning and metre. Such fluidity was a defining 
characteristic of Scorces and Charalambides, and Carter's Electrice, yet is 
almost more noticeable here, because she deliberately presents a collection 
of songs - then picks song form apart and smears it back together in 
previously unknown hues. On 'Re-found Mary' and 'Hidden Man', the vocal, 
acoustic and keyboard at first seem to inhabit different harmonic planes, but 
as soon as their relationship is grasped, the songs become elegant wholes. 
The stunning 'Capable Of Murder' is reminiscent of Swans, both in the 
cyclical arrangement and watery synth, and in its imagery: ominous. Biblical, 
with a simmering viscerality. Carter will perhaps alienate fans of her more 
ethereal work with tracks like 'Suffering', in which she repeats a forefronted, 
painful mantra of universal hurt, but her exhortation to "Stare direct into the 
camera" ('In Prisoned Body') is a challenge to complacency, whether 
ideological or sonic. Carter's mastery of drift is as immaculate as ever; 
applied to this impressionist protest music it is raw, insistent and dangerous. 
Frances Morgan 



David Byrne And Brian Eno 



Everything That Happens Will Happen 
Today (everythingthathappens.com) 

Have you ever had a friend you used to hang 
out with all the time who totally dropped 
off the planet before tracking you down 
online, years later? And then you met up, 
talked about crazy stuff you did back in the 
day 'til that ran out, and all that was left 
were the gaps left by unshared events, and 
lots of alcohol? 

I'm not saying that Byrne and Eno's 
friendship isn't the, uh, same as it ever was, 
but, after 30 years, their songwriting 
partnership feels like an awkward school 
reunion. The music is Eno's, the words 
Byrne's. I can't help but wish that both of 
them had traded back and forth. Eno has 
some fun with new software textures that 
don't sound all that new, but there's not 
enough here for Byrne to twist that 
demented manic croon around. There's 
'Strange Overtones', the standout 
single - but the mournful catch in Byrne's 
voice is a glass raised to good times gone. 
Emily Bick 



The Chap 



Builder's Brew (Lo) 

There's always something threatening about 
Chap songs -'Proper Rock' is a slash 
of chainsaw guitar and arched-eyebrow 
lyrics - and they're almost tastelessly wry 
and cynical (the main chorus refrain being, 
"Proper rock, for real folk/Proper songs 
about girls and clubbing"). Basically, they 
know better; it's a case of get with them or 
be the subject of their next song - and you 
don'twantthat.Thistime,they head straight 
for the dancefloor, where minimal disco and 
glitch sit happily together and 'Nice Face' 
providesfurtherhilarity.The Chap let their 
imaginations have free reign; if only they had 
the clout of the Neptunes, they could help 
pop move away from reality TV winners. 
Jonathan Falcone 



May Be Later (Vakant) 

From the same Chilean scene as house 
luminariesVillalobos and Luciano, but with 
a style very much her own. Over the nine 
tracksofthis,herthird album, Dinky unfolds 
an exquisitely layered, rich and enveloping 



aesthetic. Hers is a personal and more subtle 
take on the prevailing percussive, minimal 
sound, pitched somewhere between 
Villalobos' otherworldly grooves and the 
sumptuous textures of Henrik Schwarz. On 
opener'May Be Later', an organ meanders 
across subtly throbbing drums while a vague 
suggestion of a brass section hovers with 
uncertainty in the background. 'Fademein' 
and 'Seven 2 Seven' skip along fiendishly, 
as though the eerie atmosphere has been 
set loose to wreak havoc on a crowded 
dancefloor. Closer 'Mind' is the ultimate 
distillation of Dinky 's sound: hypnotic, 
bewildering, all-enveloping. 
Robin Wilks 



Dungen 



4 (Subliminal Sounds) 

Someone's been listening to theirTurkish 
psych. 4sees Dungen retreat further into 
their hazy world, but things are a little more 
refined this time. Maybe this is due to 
frontmanGustavEjstes swapping guitar with 
piano - don't fret, this record still drowns in 
terrific. Crazy Horse-esque solos, but this 
creative shuffle has led to more division than 
before.The songs proper are considered, 
with big breathing spaces, whereas the 
improvjams are more constricted and 
propulsive in their attack.The sucker punch is 
saved for a rocker near the end; 'Mina Damer 
Och Fasaner' blends Erkin Koray guitar riffs 
with a lolloping bassline straight from the 
Can song book. 
The Corpo 



Ehnahre 



The Man Closing Up (Sound 
Devastation) 

Almost 20 years since it was first produced, 
it's pleasing to finally hear a death metal 
band influenced by John Zorn's Painkiller 
project.This possesses the same loose jazz 
structures and organic production that metal 
is typically incapable of Ehnahre take on the 
richly oppressive, atmospheric style of 
Incantation and Immolation, but with brass 
and mountains upon mountains of guitars. 
Then, it's all smashed into funereal dirges 
that last (seemingly) for hours. 

The only problem with these Bostonians 
is that they're from Boston - home of 
Neurosis, Isis and Converge - and are 



already all from great bands like Kayo Dot 
and Biolich.This town, and, indeed, these 
guys, have already shifted the parameters 
a few times; why can't anybody else? 
Patrick Moran 



Lawrence Enghsh 



Kiri No Oto (Touch) 

Australia's Lawrence English has chosen his 
album's title well - the Japanese phrase 'kiri 
no oto' translates as 'sound of fog'. This 
music shifts around like an amorphous 
armada of hygroscopic particles. Maybe John 
Carpenter's gruesome Eighties horror flick. 
The Fog, was an inspiration: just as the film's 
ghostly crew emerges from the luminescence 
to wreak its revenge on the populace of 
Antonio Bay, so, from out of the dense and 
seething mists of English's analogue 
harmonics and processed field recordings, 
do his previously concealed elements come 
to light. English has done as Matisse once 
directed: "Derive happiness in oneself from 
a good day's work, from illuminating the fog 
that surrounds us." He's done himself proud. 
Spencer Grady 



The Faint 



Fasciinatiion (blank.wav) ^^^| 

You know how, when you bump into 
somebody you were solid friends with for, 
like, a year, you feel kind of odd - if not 
exactly guilty -that you haven't given them 
a thought since you last met? Near as I can 
tell from asking, that's how everyone feels 
about the return of The Faint. Maybe we 
could always tell that the Nebraskan bleep 
punks' sex-goth fagade was distracting us 
from some serious cracks; and, unfortunately, 
Faciinatiion's relative restraint means they're 
all starkly exposed. Todd Fink's vocodered 
sermons on religion, the media, capitalism, 
etcetera and etcetera just aren't fun now 
that they're framed by mid-paced grumbles 
like 'Get Seduced' rather than the 
quasi-Orwellian melodramas of yore. 

Fasciinatiion does hit a belated stride, 
though: the elegiac closing couplet of 'Fish In 
A Womb' and 'A Battle Hymn For Children' 
should have been the template for the whole 
album, burying the band's crasser foibles in 
a rich, sunset-streaked fog. 
Andrzej Lukowski 



Fucked Up 



The Chemistry Of Common Life , 

(Matador) ^^^^ 

Fucked Up live are the most dumb fun 
you can have with three guitars and a huge, 
halfnaked guy Iggying himself to bloody 
oblivion. On record, all that confrontational 
fratpunk energy powers something more 
thoughtful - here, a rejection of mainstream 
religion in favour of hard science and 
soft mysticism. These tracks wear punk 
raiments - coarse riffs, hoary hardcore 
oratory, skull-crack drumming. 

But. The lavish melodies and textures, 
the asteroid-belt phasing...? It turns out 
Fucked Up are a psych-pop band, only a bit 
gnarly.They'reattheir most profound when 
they lose lyrical hectoring: the Clangers 
flutter of the intro to 'Son The Father'; the 
amplified ball lightning of 'Golden Seal'; 
the swelling futility of 'Looking For God'. 
In these still moments. The Chemistry Of 
Common Life's awkward and unlikely orgy 
of the gruffly profane and the sweetly cosmic 
reveals its intelligent design. 
Matt Evans 



Gang Gang Dance 



Saint Dymphna (Warp) 

A titular tribute to the patron saint 
of sleepwalking, princesses, spiritual 
possession and mental health, this, 
the fourth long player from the frenetic 
Brooklyn sorcerers, is a ludicrous, 
psychotropic mind-meld. Following 2005's 
riotous brouhaha, God's Money, Saint 
Dymphna gyrates in a spellbinding daze 
of Deerhoof, Bjork, My Bloody Valentine, 
Black Dice, Aphex Twin and Sun City Girls. 
Opening with the minimal, liturgical electro 
of 'Bebey', the album collages far-flung 
legacies-trance and Braziliana, psych and 
dub, hyper-space grooves and primordial 
beats. Highlights include the sick-riffed, 
rupturing guitar fuzz of 'Vacuum'; the 
unlikelythunder-clap grime of 'Princes' 
(featuring MCTinchyStryder); and the 
fucking brilliant ritualistic mega-pop of 'First 
Communion'. If Gang Gang Dance come on 
like a million-brained dervish, so too do they 
aurally epitomise their chosen holy paragon's 
infamous exploits: praying in the clouds; 
restraining the devil on a golden leash. 
Nicola Meighan 



Growing 



All The Way (The Social Registry) ^^ 

Growing's debut for the Kranky label. 
The Sky's Run Into The Sea, found Kevin 
Doria and Joe DeNardo lumped in with the 
then-emergent doom-drone crowd; I know, 
because I was one of the writers doing the 
lumping. Even then, though, the band 
displayed a broader outlook than your 
umpteenth gaggle of Sunn-worshippers, 
their music reflecting the majesty of nature 
rather than providing a soundtrack for 
faux-ritualistic shenanigans. With each 
successive release, DeNardo and Doria have 
allowed still more light in, and All The Way 
(thetitleofwhichistumescentwithlibidinal 
anticipation, in an oddly Knack/CheapTrick/ 
Cars kinda way) finds Growing in the mood 
for, well, dancing.Jhe chiming guitar 
glissandos that have long replaced their 
earlier work's one-chord thunder churn 
are here, accompanied by pumping rhythms 
reminiscent of the thrill-surge of Black Dice 
at their most straightforward, or Animal 
Collective at their least organic. 
The melodies - broad and simple, and 
occasionally recalling Powaqqatsi-era Philip 
Glass - posit an effervescent electro-acoustic 
micropop; less the sound of the underground 
than the sound of the undergrowth. 
Joseph Stannard 



Hawnay Troof 



Islands Of Ayle (Southern) 

I always thought of Hawnay Troof as kind 
of throwaway, but this is convincing and 
damn silly at the same time. Dude raps as 
though he's got a tight flow, too - spitting it, 
punctuated, full of puffed-up gangsta 
swagger and sweat; and the great part is 
that he ain 't Shit doesn't even rhyme. Dude 
doesn't even care. And neither do I, because 
the beats are for real and the chops are 
just right and the sounds are straight-up, 
self-conscious, retro awfulness, all bangin' 
cheesy with the waw-waws and bleeps of 
obsolete mainstream techno anthems. 
Lyrics are obscurely filthy, self-deprecating, 
existential and nonsensical. This is totally 
weird in ways that all those electro-mush 
boys can only dream of 
Jesse Darlin' 
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all i wanted was the moon 

Words: Frances Morgan 
Illustration: Stuart Kolakovic 

Folk songs from inner worlds 

Josephine Foster: This Coming Gladness (Bo' Weavil) 

Directing Hand: Songs From The Red House (Singing Knives) 

Pumajaw: Curiosity Box (Fire) 

Helena Espvall and iViasaki Batoh: Helena Espvall and Masaki Batoh (Drag City) 



American singer-songwriter Kath Bloom made 
her UK debut a couple of months ago, aged fifty- 
something. Watching the little mothlike woman 
playing acoustic guitar with a strange right-hand 
attack, you had to remind yourself, regardless of 
her story, she is a singer, not a specimen. Yet that 
is just what she was - until she hit that odd seam of 
/-/g/^tness that smelts a song into the consciousness. 
For me, it was when a track that was edging toward 
mawkish wrapped itself up with such efficiency that 
it threw her age into sharp relief, expressing a truth 
abouttime and experience that was harsherthan 
the surface warmth of her performance. 

Truth is a simple and awkward word. When 
applied to singers and songwriters, we think of 
'authentic' living or the supposed sonic honesty 
of live/acoustic instrumentation; of confessional 
lyrics. But what makes a song true, what effects 
those moments of resonance, is perhaps something 
less directly connected to surface reality and more 
to form, to sound itself, as well as your subconscious 
stores of imagery and memory. It is these last three 
factors that finally establish a song as a believable 
space in which you participate, whether that's an 
imaginary landscape or shared room. 

I once wrote that the way Josephine Foster 
sang reminded meof 'home'. At the time, she was 
singing Schubert lieder {A Wolf In Sheep's Clothing), 
psychdelic rock (The Supposed) and heartbreaking 
avant-folk with Jason Ajeman as Born Heller, so go 
figure -but while I reflected sentimentally upon 
domesticity past and future, at night I would dream 



of houses empty 
of people, with 
old wallpaper 
and drawers full 
of legal letters. 
Foster's subverted 
parlour songs and 
tremulous voice 
seemed to 
formally echo 
these mind- 
homes, the 

day and the night versions, for they seemed as 
archetypal and as fiercely personal. Now, though, 
we find her very much out in the world (or worlds, 
because Foster's musical loci are always changing, 
with a lovely nonsense-logic). Recorded in Cadiz, 



Grieving wife, 
beckoning siren, jazz 
shamaness and even 
shoegazing wisp 



a Spanish port city. This Coming Gladness is suffused 
with warmth and air, realised in the loose percussion 
and wayward guitar of Alex Neilson and Victor 
Herrero. Foster responds playfully, delighting in the 
sensuous coo of "Door to door, through and 
through/I explore you, "the rickety piano on 'Lullaby 
To Air and the seafaring lurch of 'Waltz In Green'. 
I am glad to hear her so un-brittle, so open, and yet 
as strange as ever, comparing her lover's teeth to a 
flock of sheep and cawing of "goodness growling" . 
Alex Neilson is one half of Directing Hand with 
experimental vocalist Lavinia Blackwall, alongside 
whom his freefall drumming edges close to a 
chaotic ecstasy that skates the surface of pain. The 
pairing of just percussion and vocal (with occasional 
harp and drone) is tough for both musicians, and 
while one senses they relish the technical extremes 



this pushes them to, the temptation is often to 
fill every space with a drum roll or vocal swoop. 
However, each song has a discrete atmosphere, 
from the stark folk lament 'My Lagan Love' to 
the animalistic, chattering 'In Elysium'. Inspired, 
apparently, by the works of William Morris, there is 
little that's immediately late-Victorian about Songs 
From The Red House, but one senses Blackwall and 
Neilson are exploring the mystical, Utopian side to 
Morris' art and politics -a romanticised reading of 
him, perhaps, but one that's steely, youthful and 
truly felt, in which every scream bites deep. 

Pumajaw could be seen as Directing Hand's 
forebears -vocalist Pinkie Maclure and guitarist 
John Wills reinterpret/rewrite Scottish folk music 
with similarly uncompromising intent. However, 
their history in UK underground music (Wills 
drummed for spacerock outfit Loop; Maclure's 
background is in the gothic punk-folk characterised 
by Current 93, Rose McDowall et al) gives Curiosity 
Box a particular weight and character. Maclure is 
the metamorphic narrator of each tale; she can turn 
herthroatto grieving wife, beckoning siren, jazz 
shamaness and even shoegazing wisp with never 
a lapse in focus or conviction. Wills' psychedelic 
augmentations hover on the edge of turmoil, but 
his picking is steady and simple. 

Another inspired male/female pairing generates 
this self-titled album from Ghost's Masaki Batoh 
and Espers cellist/vocalist Helena Espvall. While it 
begins with a blast of scrape and drone, there is 
much of Espers' chilly restraint here, in the silence 
around Espvall's clear-voiced interpretations of 
Swedish and Finnish folk songs. Often a meandering 
player, Batoh (as guitarist and producer) makes 
space for Espvall's naturally baroque style; and his 
own frayed voice, even on a potentially misfiring 
Son House cover, feels poignant. Like many 
collaboration albums, it lacks a certain shape, 
tapering into instrumental abstraction. But every 
song is in itself very beautiful, spinning secret webs 
from ear to late-night ear and opening senses to 
revelations whose truth still haunts the next day, 
even when details are forgotten. 
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albums 



Headhunter 



Nomad (Tempa) 

Bristolian producer Headhunter once 
shared a flat with Tech Itch, a godfather of 
the dark drum'n'bass scene who apparently 
introduced him to dubstep. But his debut 
full-length largely eschews bludgeoning bass 
warfare in favour of tech-ier, house-ier 
sounds. The album is intermittently 
rewarding, especially where lilting Rhodes 
chords recline over chopped up, hip-hop 
soul, the bass all plumped and cushioning, 
velvety. Elsewhere, though, Nomadhas a 
habit of falling into worn-out dubstep tropes 
- limp, Basic Channel-ist reverberation, half- 
step plod and sawtooth synth work. 
Headhunter sets his stall out as a lumper 
rather than a splitter, throwing it all in and 
seeing what comes out. With this in mind, 
it's unsurprising that a little works, and most 
doesn't. Dubstep's future probably won't 
be here. Next? 
Ben Mechen 



Herman Dune 



NextYearlnZion(EMI) 

I'll admitthat I'm biased:to these ears, 
'Sunny Sunny Cold Cold Day', played in 
a candlelit pub and scuffily recorded to a 
mixtape by a friend, could not be topped. 
It was the spec/a/-nessofthe first encounter, 
back when you only read the best in what 
you saw, shared and heard. They were the 
vulnerable beginnings; and this is the David- 
Ivar Herman Dune finding happiness. It's 
an affection that's taken long to craft and is 
slow to burn; and I guess the music's cosiness 
makes sense in a married-couple kind of way 
- suddenly the hang-ups have fallen away. 
This is still David-lvar (with recruited others 
on female backing and warm horn playing), 
and so the spectre of loneliness lingers 
on. "My home is nowhere without you, " 
it begins, the pace slow, sleepy-skied soft. 
They're still like a comforting hug, a reason 
not to leave the house this morning. 
Hannah Gregory 



Hush Arbors 



Hush Arbors (Ecstatic Peace) 

If we might hypothesise that so-called 
'NewWeird Americana' imagines an 
alternate history in which the psychedelic era 
never really ended, then the misty, tape 
hiss-swathed ballads of Hush Arbors' early 
recordings conjured up visions of some 
backwoods Jandek communicating from 
The Other Side. Thus, when Keith Wood's new 
album opens with a straight country rocker, 
you might have to excuse my heart for 
sinking. 'Rue Hollow' recaptures some of the 
old magic, suggesting the somnambulant 
grace of Current 93 circa Sieep Has His 
House. 'Bless You', in spite of its trite lyrics, 
becomes almost devotional,Wood piling on 
the scouring electric guitars; and closer 
'Water ir finally makes something of the 
album's constant Seventies rock references 
with fine, needling guitar solos and Wood's 
strange, distant chorus soaring over a cyclic 
backing. Otherwise, it's all beards, geetars, 
and oil crises, man. 
Daniel Barrow 



DamienJurado 



Caught In The Trees (Secretly 
Canadian) 

Almost every night for nine months, I put on 
Damien Jurado's Ghost Of David when the 
lights went out. I was living in a house where 



none of us spoke to each other; where it took 
a half-hour's accumulation of resolve in the 
morning to finally slam hands onto alarm 
clocks and cease the shrill sirens. By evening, 
his voice was like a viscous medicine, hot and 
soothing; like fireworks night. 

So I was nervous about his new one; 
but there was no need. This raft of new 
confessions from the Seattle-based 
schoolteacher is his most robust to date, 
if not his most revealing; but you'll find that 
its potency lies not within the new strength 
of rhythm (full, blooming drums in place 
of nervous telephones and brushed skins) 
but within the silences. 'Empty Sheets' tells 
of one ousted even from his own home by an 
unwelcome other - but, as is always the case 
with Jurado, resignation and defeat are 
surface only. At any moment, you know he 
could snap and retaliate - and that we'd 
join him, too. 
Lauren Strain 



K-The-I??? 



Yesterday, Today And Tomorrow 
(Big Dada) 

Here is your future. Here is the death of 
your physical, unimaginable obesity caused 
by a sedentary life, made possible by the 
ongoing drive of medical scientists towards 
omnipotence. Here is an equally engorged 
intellect applying surgical techniques to the 
sculpture of words and synthetic tones. 
Here is a man with a megaphone glued 
to the palm of his hand rapping IDM, 
"What did I order? /Maybe an extra 
shipment of brain cells shaded/And 
polyocular capacitors playing Jumping 
Jack Flash Gordon/ With neuro-glitch and 
bypassing neurons ". 

I mean, what does it mean? Did you 
get some of it wrong? Or does it mean at all? 
Is it an instruction to create meaning, or 
random words dropped in apocalypse 
to create confusion ? You'd ask, but he's 
still shouting down your tiny and agitated 
side-head canals, "No excuse, morons! " 
You didn't mean to create excuses, you 
just wanted a reason to decrypt. And 
you hope the booklet includes a key. 
Ringo P Stacey 



SKELE 




KylieMinoise 



Kylie Minoise Fucking Hates You! 
(Kovorox Sound) 



KylieMinoise 



Kylie Minoise Fucking Loves You! 
(Kovorox Sound) 

Love and hate: two emotions bound together 
so tightly that sometimes you can't tell 
where one ends and the other begins. 
These two releases from Glasgow's art 
noise extremist seems, on the surface, 
to offer differences, but in reality they're 
both similar excursions into dense, 
circuit-vomiting, total whiteout (despite 
the illustrations of kittens and butterflies 
on the packaging of Kylie Minoise Fucking 
/.oi/esKoty./). That disc just takes the prize. 
Dark ambience separates the tracks, which 
themselves sound like colossal robots 
butt-fucking each other to death. However, 
the finest moment is ...Hates Youl's final, 
elongated decompression, 'Elsewhere 
With ATranquil Shamelessness', which 
builds to a bowel-shredding crescendo 'til 
the oxygen is ripped out of the room. 
Moments are spent feeling numb, watching 
the airturn blue. 
Euan Andrews 



Abe Vigoda 

Skeleton (Bella Union) 

You're probably sick of hearing about The Smell, 2007/8's 
noise-rock production line venue of choice. But LA's all-ages 
algae dish of raw talent is the spiritual home for a whole 
clutch of bands (see: No Age, Health, Mika Miko) 
expanding rock's mindset. Today it's Abe Vigoda's turn. Reggie Guerrero's 
bolshy, frenetic drums dictate Skeleton's pace. Incessant and irrepressible, 
they carry unbridled youth and optimism: so keen and eager, jammed full of 
ADHD and visceral energy. But it's all so well controlled. The rhythms are 
ceaseless, but neither they nor Michael Vidal's and Juan Velazquez's guitars 
get carried away. The positive drive, however, is at odds with Vidal's subdued 
yelps and depressed, imbued lyrics - and the contradiction fits. Nothing is out 
of place. Fragments of this quartet's explosion of ideas are herded up and 
welded into a polished piece of performance art, which makes Skeleton a 
revelation. 2006's Sky Route/Star Roof and 2007's Kid City were shocks of 
wild sound, butS/ce/eton's peak, 'The Garden', takes it all -dainty guitar, 
fresh melody, nanoseconds of extreme intensity, serene outro - and 
condenses it. It's damn confident. It's expansive, but never wanky; thought- 
provoking, but never out of reach; thickly textured and layered, but you can 
still dissect it if you want to. It's a vastly imaginative punk rock riddle to be 
untangled and straightened out. If you do, you will be richly rewarded. 
Tom Howard 



Jenny Lewis 



Acid Tongue (Rough Trade) 

The voice, the voice. Among the back story 
(child actor!), the bland day job (Rilo Kiley!), 
the 'sex kitten' status (B^/ty/re magazine!), 
this is still the most important thing about 
Jenny Lewis. On her first solo record. Rabbit 
Fur Coat, it was bold and buttery, 
unashamedly Southern. Here, it struggles to 
enliven the pretty but crushingly A?/ce songs. 
It soars on 'See Fernando', the band waking 
up for one of the few times on the album. 
A lurid slide guitar and cast of singers pull 
off a country pastiche that's closer to hoe- 
down territory than her usual, tasteful take 
ontragiccoal miner's daughter tales. Mostly, 
Lewis finds herself in a no-woman's land 
between gentle indie folk and drinking songs 
for bars that only exist in films. For long 
periods on Acid Tongue she's a female 
version of Ed Harcourt.This is a total tragedy. 
Thorn Gibbs 



LosCampesinos! 



We Are Beautiful, We Are Doomed 
(Wichita) 

Christ, I'm conflicted. What to make of this? 
There are lush melodies; there's complex pop 
orchestration; there are rueful boy/girl vocals 
to rival 'Fairytale Of New York'. But such 
smarty-pants lyrical shruggings-off and 
carry-ons! It makes my eyes water. "At 
least I've embraced my mortality "he goes, 
right from the get-go. Your mortality? \esus. 
And it doesn't scan, really, and it doesn't 
rhyme, but they're good songwriters, the 
Campesinos, so this must be the caprice of 
an avant-gardist, which confuses the living 
hell out of me. Elsewhere, there are patches 
of what sounds like genuine passion - rage, 
jealousy, bone-crunching ennui. But it's hard 
to know what's bratty, clever-cloggsy 
melodrama and what's The RealThing, 
whatever the bloody hell that is. I haven't 
met such a confusing record in years and 
I don't know what to do. 
Jesse Darlin' 



Think (Wichita) 

I am ordering you to buy this record. Reason 
being, these seven songs (totaling - wait 
for it- 21 minutes and 39 seconds) on 
Nottingham band Lowers' debut are an 
affirmation. Think\s coated with a gooey 



teenage nihilism and lovingly wrapped in 
both bubble gum pop and a fierce sense of 
the visceral, each of which belong to every 
truly great bastion of punk's lineage. I'm 
talking a super charged Nuggets, the dark 
psychobilly tremors of The Cramps orThe 
Meteors, and the lo-fi hardcore scuzz of 
labels Dischord and SST right up to today's 
aesthetic comparables. All this, while 
managing to avoid retrogression or 
nostalgia. One of 2008's finest. 
Ben Webster 



Made Out Of Babies 



Ruiner(TheEnd) 

From its dastardly first few bars, glitching 
and writhing, /?ty/A?e/'promises a gloriously 
torturous session. When Julie Christmas 
opens her mouth, the words disperse like 
mist and then cut through their own haze; it's 
like being lacerated with a sugar cube. She's 
sounding less crazy these days, in much the 
same way that the slashers always seem like 
decent, honest folk at the beginning of 
horror films. 

In other news, the riotous clamour that 
gives birth to and nurtures Julie's compelling 
squallings has taken a few advanced lessons 
in dynamics. Near silence, bound tightly by a 
solitary bass line, seeks sudden comfort amid 
a barrage of air-disaster guitars. The only 
thing that deafens is the empty silence 
inconveniently inserted between each track. 
Ruiner\s the exact point in time and space 
where catharsis and elation spark off each 
other, and explode into music. 
HayleyAvron 



Eugene iVicGuinness 



Eugene McGuinness (Domino) > 

Exuberant and gloriously scattershot, 
oftentimes the impression is that young 
Eugene McGuinness is throwing too much 
at these songs. Yet therein lies the charm. 
'Moscow State Circus' sees him "tumbling 
down a rabbit hole" am\dwus\r\q, shauXy- 
esque backing; 'Not So Academic' is playful 
in its self-mythologising, while 'Nightshift' 
is a frenetic, scuzzy stomp that barely 
exceeds a minute and a half. But 'Those 
Old BlackAndWhite Movies Were True' is 
the moment that enthrals the most, as 
McGuinness' falsetto glides above Fifties- 
style backing vocals. 
James Skinner 
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artificial intelligence 

Words: Abi Bliss 
Illustration: Jussi Brightmore 

Benge 

Twenty Systems (Expanding) 

In space, no one can hear you strum. As solar 
flares throw silent tantrums and asteroids collide 
in airless fury, our imaginations fill the void not with 
strings and skins but synthesisers. Evolving along 
with Sputnik and Apollo, the space age's natural 
soundtrack has been the music of saw-tooth waves 
and low-pass filters, conceived by men and women 
but birthed by machines into a vacuum, minutely 
controllable yet undeniably alien. 

When the first synthesisers hit the market in 
the late Sixties, some musicians resented these 
hulking masses that cost nearly as much as 
satellites. Queen's album sleeves famously 
reassured listeners that no synthesisers were used 
to record the songs (a conceit parodied by Matmos 
when they boasted that no microphones were 
used on this year's synthfest Supreme Balloon). 

In one way. Twenty Systems is the kind of record 
that might be burned on to a gold disc and cast 
out to wander beyond Pluto. As an exercise in the 



archaeology of the recent past, Benge, aka Ben 
Edwards, has selected one synth for each year 
between 1 968 and 1 987 and composed a piece 
to put it through its paces. It's not an attempt to 
recreate the music of each era: in the 
accompanying booklet, Benge says that he 
"wanted to let the instruments speak for 
themselves as much as possible" . So where Wendy 
Carlos wrestled Switched-On Bach from the 1 968 
Moog Modular, Benge uses itto open the album 
as a statement of intent. Layering simple, shifting 

The aftermath of 
alien apocalypse 

octave tones that morph from warm to menacing, 
he sets the parameters firmly around sound, not 
melody- no Jean-Michel Jarre underwater 
odysseys or Trevor Horn bombast here, folks. 
Yet TWenty Systems is also a galaxy for the 
imagination. For all Benge's intentions of sonic 
purity, these tracks can't escape the orbit of 40 
years of synth-led fantasies. Who can focus upon 
patching and ADSR envelopes when ' 1 969 EMS 
VCS3' perfectly conjures the aftermath of alien 
apocalypse, trailing glistening radioactive fallout 



across quivering, tectonic low pulses? Not even 
Benge, apparently, who points out that the VCS3 
was used for the voice of the Daleks. ' 1 972 Serge 
Modular' confines galactic war to the inside of 
a pinball machine with zooms and tilts and 
bubbling, lava-lamp globules (all overdubbed in 
recording, as only one note could be played at a 
time). Full polyphony arrives with 1 975's Moog 
Polymoog, which Benge sets to a peaceful rippling. 

It's almost perversely timeless: instead of the 
tinny gnat-whine of new wave, 1 977's Yamaha 
CS-30 shows off its built-in sequencer with a 
shifting, glitch-edged tone pattern. In 1 983 - by 
which time even Queen had succumbed to the 
charms of the synth -the Fairlight CMI 90 
represented the latest in sampling. But Benge 
ignores it in favour of programming a series of sine 
waves, whose swell and decay gives away little of 
the technological advances. Sampling finally enjoys 
its moment of glory in the shape of '1 986 NED 
Synclavier', an ice palace of cascading plucked 
harp. But maybe Benge was feeling the law of 
diminishing returns set in. Being able to create any 
sound you want at the click of a mouse can't be 
half as thrilling as plugging that first patch lead into 
the socket and wondering where it will take you. 



Mercury Rev 



Snowfiake Midnight (V2/Cooperative) 

With monster basslines, numerous samples 
and electronic flourishes, Snowfiake 
Midnightfmds Mercury Rev indulging 
themselves to ultimately disappointing 
effect. But whether it's fair or not to judge a 
band by former glories, nothing here 
matches Deserter's Songs. 

The album's central, glaring flaw is that 
of disorganisation. For the most part it simply 
feels inconsequential - a thousand good 
ideas juggled with abandon, not one 
capitalised upon.Take 'People Are So 
Unpredictable'. It's swirling, marked by 
snatches of breath, opera, dissonance and 
fantasia; but it doesn't replicate the grandeur 



of past outings. Snowfiake Midnightls never 
{/ty/fe captivating; the sense of cosmic 
euphoria that's striven for throughout 
remains tantalisingly out of reach. 
James Skinner 



Misty's Big Adventure 



Television's People (Grumpyfun) 

The dude is still downbeat, laconic; still 
obsessed with the banality of everyday 
culture and Sun Ra's brass section. The dude 
still understands the importance of a GIANT 
chorus following a gentle, underplayed 
verse. The dude still loves ska rhythms 
played on a Casio. 

The dude's name is Grandmaster Gareth, 
he's a Brummie (it matters) and if you 



happen to think that The Specials' single 'Do 
Nothing' was their finest moment among a 
career of highlights (like me) then you'll 
reckon this smart, soulful, chock-full catchy, 
toy-driven, bovine, unutterably poignant, 
beautifully sung (imagine Julian Cope 
resting on a cloud full of rainbows), 
stop-start, twisted, turbulent, luscious, 
languid, politically semi-motivated, 
semi-conceptual new Misty's album is 
round aboutthefinestmusicyou'll be 
encountering in 2008. Melodies that 
reach down to nibble churlishly at your 
toes; bells that ring a clarion call to climb 
aboard your bicycle and laugh at the grey. 
This is a special magic indeed. 
Everett True 



UnDia (Domino) 

She's a self-looping Argentinian enchanter, 
and this is her fifth album. It's hypnotic and 
repetitive, like the buzzing of a bluebottle's 
wings or the steam rising off a hot pavement, 
played out on wood and cymbal, then 
passed through electronic glitches with the 
deep percussion of the bombo leguero at 
the foreground. That the surrounding press 
blurb has situated Molina in the shifting 
fields of pop seems bizarre - she's far from 
even the 'quirky' recordings of Feist, with 
whom she's touring, or Camille's newly 
'worldly' sound. If pop, it's pop of bucolic, 
field-breathed proportions. "One day I will 
sing songs with no lyrics and everyone can 
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Illustration: Daniel Arcand 

Skream 

WatchThe Ride (Harmless) 

Dubstep's increasingly frequent forays into the 
album format over the last two years have been 
largely successful, the genre proving its mettle 
outside of the sweaty London clubs that spawned 
it half a decade ago. Indeed, 2008 has already 
seen worthy debuts from Dusk And Blackdown 
and 2562, as well as a future classic in Appleblim's 
Dubstep Allstars Volume 6. 

But with the (admittedly awesome) low-end 
buffoonery of Rusko's jump-up anthem 'Cockney 
Thug' sitting comfortably alongside Justice on 
Radio One's Friday night dance shows -and with 
Burial emerging as the bookies' favourite for the 
Mercury Prize just gone -dubstep seems in danger 
of slipping into irrelevance before its time, of 
locking itself into the dead-eyed groove of cool 
dad coffee table-ism and the sugar rush of 'cheesy 
quaver' bass bangers. Pirate stations like Rinse, the 
heartbeat of British urban music, have all but 
dropped dubstep from their schedules. Newer, 



ec/g/ertreats like bassline and funky queue up in its 
place. So where to now? 

Deeper and darker -/T7L/C/7 darker -is one 
answer, and it's a line of thinking that scene 
veteran Skream pursues throughout his latest 
mix. Things begin to brood early. The bass purrs 
malevolently, banking up gripes; but it doesn't 
yet growl. False sense of security? Noway; no 
fools here. You know you're just being primed for 
something grisly as Mala's foreboding 'Mountain 

You know you're 
being primed for 
something grisly 

Dread March' butters you up with clipped 
distortion and an insectoid whirr. S'probably 
best that the lights stay on for this one, yeah? 

Skream mixesquickly-28tracksinan 
hour -so it really is only minutes before some 
seriously doughy bass frequencies are knocking 
you about and setting down centres of 
operations somewhere amid your liminal frontiers. 
On Hit N Run's brutal 'Bad Out', those basslines are 
barely there yet everywhere at the same time. 



passing in and out of range, toying with 
your sensory limits as the silence is sucked out 
your ears and the warm, treacle-thick wobble 
is tunneled in 'til it's running down your cheek. 
The beats, meanwhile, are no longer delicately 
tribal and polyrhythmic but of industrial 
strength, smashing your temples like they're 
trying to bore a hole into your frontal lobe with 
a rusty jackhammer. And so it goes, through 
Skream's appropriately named 'Filth', 
Kulture's riffy moshstep and Black Ganion's 
thugged-out 'Method'. 

Indeed, it is Watch The Ride's punishing 
ugliness, which relents only once or twice (the 
snatched r'n'b vocals of Benga's 'Better' are like 
snowflakes falling on a tar slick), that is both its 
most rewarding and its most alarming feature. 
The influence of darkside drum 'n' bass is 
obvious, from the junglist bassline of Seven's 
'Dark Passenger' to the inclusion of TC and Rufige 
Kru as the mix winds up. But should darkside 
drum'n'bass be taken as a model, or a warning? 
Isn't it a bit boys' own and solipsistic in its unending 
quest for something harder? It seems, to me, 
unlikely thatdubstep will everfind its richest 
variant in these blackened waters. But we'll see. 



imagine if it's about love, disappointment, 
banalities or Plato, " reads the opening 
track's translation. I think most of us are 
already imagining what she sings, and that 
this is already part of the beauty. 
Hannah Gregory 



O'Death 



Broken Hymns, Limbs And Skin 
(City Slang) 

Driven by personal tragedy, these songs 
resonate with the ever-present certainty of 
mortality. But there's redemption somewhere 
within these tales of madness and loss, even 
if the whole town had to burn down to 
achieve it (as in the rollicking 'Fire On 
Peshtigo'). How better to take on the 



malevolent face of an uncaring world than 
to batter it into submission in fearsomely 
shit-kicking, down-home style? Sparking 
with the frenetic energies of banjo and 
fiddle injected into a wild, high-stepping 
party, they make a raucous noise that you 
can't help but compare to the Pixies (if they'd 
been influenced by bluegrass and murder 
ballads instead of surf twang and science 
fiction, that is). 
Richard Fontenoy 



Original Silence 



The Second Original Silenc 
(Smalltown Superjazz) 

Exactly how free do you think you are? 
At precisely what point during 'death jazz' 



supergroup Original Silence's second serving 
of steaming hot shit will you start to whimper 
and panic? Here's Thurston Moore giving 
full vent to his most out-there guitar 
scramblings,TheThing's Mats Gustafsson 
blowing so hard it's a wonder his lungs don't 
spew out the end of his horn and Jim 
O'Rourke torturing an FX board into a million 
living agonies, all alongside The Ex'sTerrie 
Ex and the ultimate rhythm section of Paal 
Nilsen-Love and Massimo Pupillo, nailing it 
down like a giant rubbery kraken swimming 
inoil.Thisisthesoundofrawanimal 
intelligence rutting itself into a flailing, 
screaming gestalt. Blow your brains out, 
baby; f/7/sisfree. 
Euan Andrews 



Nisennenmondai 



Tori/Neji (Smalltown Supersound) 

These three Japanese women, whose name 
translates as 'year 2000 problem', pummel 
the living shit out of their instruments in such 
rabid pursuit of post-everything meltdown 
that it's a wonder they aren't left gripping 
smouldering bits ofwood by the end. This 
first European release contains their two EPs, 
and wears their influences on its sleeves with 
track titles that include 'This Heat' and 'Sonic 
Youth'.Asthepiledriver distortion of 'Pop 
Group' starts up, it's impossible to deny the 
pleasure ofthe onslaught. But would there 
be so much arousal if Nisennenmondai were 
three stocky blokes from Gateshead? 
Euan Andrews 
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Wrap up , sit tight: let Plan B soundtrack 
your autumn 

Deerhunter: Microcastle (Kranky) 
Department Of Eagles: In Ear Park (4AD) 
Hjaltalin: Sleepdrunk Seasons (Kimi) 
Pantaleimon: Heart Of The Sun (Southern) 
Skeletons: Money (Tomlab) 

Once the traction's tightened and they've pulled 
you from beneath the station's latticed roof, the 
following two hours are all wafts of other people's 
coffee, smiling at other people's babies and 
watching the warehouses slide past, silver in 
the morning and slick black at night. The airspace 
between the South and the North is damp. 
Crunching overdone toast, we dart for departures. 
Here's what's soundtracked these movements, early 
and nocturnal; what's made the train carriage full 
of strangers and overpriced, microwaveable burgers 
feel less like transit and more like home. 

Deerhunter's Microcastle sees Bradford Cox 
embrace - at last - exactly what I was always hoping 
he'd aim for: pop. I mean, it's notthat I didn't 
understand the blurred expositions of his Atlas 
Sound work or Deerhunter's last two records. 
Cryptograms and Fluorescent Grey; it's just that 
I never felt he achieved that kind of soporific 
hypnotism with enough intensity. But here? This 
is another story; these tracks are spangled, gauzy 
slipstreams. 'Little Kids' has the kind of determined, 
cock-eyed beat that fills you with conviction, steels 
your face against headlights and city centres. It's 
08:45am. We're waking up. 

Hjaltalin are their own 1 0-piece orchestra, and 
they remind me of two things: how satisfying it is to 
play music with as many people as possible, and 
how easy it is to forget that. Sleepdrunk Seasons 



is coy, rolling, lush; a record where instruments are 
allowed to make up their own stories, are given 
characters and told to run with them. A bass clarinet 
raises shy questions in 'Kveldulfur', and 'Trailer 
Music's mischievous strings are all flushed and 
flurried, their cheeks colouring in recognition. While 
it's maybe a little whimsical in places, the Icelandic 
collective's UK debut is cheeky and breezy- like 
fresh air in London, like the sound of the morning 
thaw. And, while we're on the subject, my most 
vivid memory of the last (and only) time I visited 
Iceland is of Grizzly Bear's Ed Droste, sloshed beyond 
repair and sprawling inelegantly yet utterly happily 
across motheaten sofas in Kaffibarinn, nodding off 
onto his chest every 20 minutes. He's not here, on 
Department Of Eagles' second album. In Ear Park, 
but his three other Bears are (Chris Bear, Chris Taylor 



I'm Alice through the 
Looking Glass, except 
there's no one on the 
other side 



and Daniel Rossen), along with Rossen's University 
friend Fred Nicolaus. These? They're for 1 0:03am, 
and the onset of grazing mares, empty haulage 
buildings, lone magpies and peacock-painted 
barges, parked up and bobbing on granite grey 
water. Opening with a tremble of feathers, a rustle 
and brush of drumskin, the tone is set: loose 
ricochets of percussion exhale throughout, and 
the sun is so pale and opal that we confuse it for the 
moon. For 'No One Does It Like You', everything 
is hung with bells and pewter notes, determined 
and decorated. Department Of Eagles share with 
Hjaltalin (and Grizzly Bear) a knowledge of 
roominess, a richness of space and an 
understanding of the orchestral; but where 
Hjaltalin's insulated, intoxicated pieces seem 
satisfied and playful, the Eagles' tone bubbles under 



with a little panic and a notion of the sinister (as in 
the drunken lurch of 'Teenager', or 'Waves Of Rye'). 
They understand feelings of incompletion, of 
discontentment, both audible behind their 
herringbone-delicate constructions - and Rossen's 
vocals, as they do with Grizzly Bear, just soar; 
tremulous and azure, all treble and matte. 

But it's the sinister that sticks, and, as the 
homeward darkness intensifies with each tilt of your 
1 0Omph capsule, something other than the artificial 
striplighting begins to illustrate the dead panes of 
window-that something being Tomlab's new wyrd 
proteges, four misfits from Illinois, Colorado and 
Hawaii: Skeletons. If Department Of Eagles are 
aqueous, then Skeletons' Money is the sound of 
subterranea. A maelstrom of car alarms slurps 
around in the foreground as a disturbed piano 
repeats itself, regurgitating broken, yellowing keys 
like it's spitting teeth (that's 'Fill My Pockets Full'). 
Strained pipes, sickly vocals and consumptive 
guitars quarrel throughout 'RIPPER a.k.a. The 
Pillows', all three as needling and taut as bruised 
ligaments, greenish and ghastly. Before glazed eyes, 
tarots upturn themselves and Coach D becomes a 
cave, a roadblock. 'BOOOM ! (Money)' is a host of 
grumbles and belches from the sewers. It's 
2 1:34pm. There's a lyre of twisted metal and 
bloodied fingers. I love this. I hate this. I want 
to switch off. 

I want Pantaleimon: specifically, the draped 
radio silence and ringing glass of Andria Degens' 
new record. Heart Of The Sun, a collection of 
remixes of her 2007 album, Mercy Oceans. She's 
obsessed with treasure and nature, planets and 
dreams. I imagine her lair, its ceiling strung with 
spidersilk and leafed with gold; a lagoon. As layers 
of warp and smelt feed into each other, I'm Alice 
through the Looking Glass, except there's no one 
there on the other side: no cards, no rabbit, no 
Queen Of Hearts -just me, the trees, the paths. 
But somehow, that's comforting; and, as droplets 
fall, Degens records the sound of their impact-a 
singing arc, the strike of metal. 

I wake up. I'm home. 
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BenoTt Pioulard 



Temper (Kranky) 

This is music for the beginning of autumn, 
before the bone-crushing darkness begins to 
rip into delicate bodies. Temperalso sounds 
lil<e the worl< of a young man, Thomas 
Meluch, looking to find his place in the 
world. It's reminiscent of the very early work 
ofTheThe's Matt Johnson on Burning Blue 
Soul. It's the sound of introspective youth, 
holed up indoors and spiralling thoughts into 
sound while black winds blow outside. 
Composed of splinters from forgotten 
sources, these brief, instrumental vignettes 
sometimes sag beneath the weight of such 
painstaking instrumentation. Still, plenty of 
promise here; he said, patronisingly. 
Euan Andrews 



Rozi Plain 



Inside Over Here (Fence) 

Put this to your ear: you can hear the sea. 
The creels and gulls and taverns and 
harbours and coasts and aloneness that 
define the maritime: they're all here, made 
musical. Clarinets puff like steamboats and 
saxophones curl forth like smoke.This album 
navigates wind-whipped days of staring 
through steamed-up, brine-smeared 
windows; of watching worlds inside, and out. 
Perhaps it's Rozi Plain's day job as a ferry 
worker that evokes such seafaring 
impressions - as evinced on balmy shanties 
such as 'Barbs and Velcro', 'Roof Rook Crook 
Crow' and 'Foot Out'. Or perhaps it's the 
clement influence of her coastline-fetishising 
Fence Collective label mates. Whatever: this 
debut from Bristol's Cleaner Records 
instigator -and Frangois/ Atlas Mountains 
collaborator- is unhurried, understated, 
and ace. 
Nicola Meighan 



Playdoe 



Afrobotic (Try Harder) 

The sleeve announces Playdoe as belonging 
to the current wave of fresh-faced, 
paradoxically retro rap -the likes of Kid 
Sister, Cool Kids, Amanda Blank, Cadence 
Weapon and Yo Majesty. It also looks 
remarkably like the cover of Spank Rock's 
Yoyoyoyoyo.Jhe point of this new wave 
of totally un-thugged out hip-hop is that it 
harks back to when hip-hop was fun and 
ravey. What distinguishes this crew from 
your Bambaatas and your Parrishes, though, 
is the dexterity (greatly enhanced by their 
technological savvy) with which they 
pilfer a host of trans-geographical, trans- 
historical urban scenes, from kwaito to funk, 
Bmore to electro. 

In fact. South Africa's Spoek himself 
makes a point of not being authentically 
African. Part of me wants to bewail the fact 
that there's little else setting this duo apart 
from their peers; the rest of me knows that 
that's because it does what it does so well. 
Melissa Bradshaw 



The Present 



World I See (LOaF) 

With this featuring Brooklyn top boy Rusty 
Santos, one could be forgiven for expecting 
a fluorescent raft of mutant, preppy, 
hobgoblin-round-the-campfire pop a la 
studio mates Animal Collective. But such 
lazy assumptions are soon admonished by 
'Heavens On Ice', where bamboo percussion, 
pizzicato minimalism and a hundred spectral 
voices form a dream procession of segued 



vistas, bleeding into one another like a 
vintage Nurse With Wound freakout.The 
title track's licentious murmurings and 
drum circle primitivism give way to the 
somnolent appearance of Mina's piano. 
'Africanized Beatniks' is a swarm of 
multi-mutilated finger clicks, birthing an 
ecstatic guitar/piano duet which collapses 
into a fog of wordless spooksong. 
James Papademetrie 



Religious Knives 



The Door (Ecstatic Peace) 

This second full length from the Brooklyn 
quartet- comprising Maya Miller and 
Michael Bernstein of drone unit Double 
Leopards on guitar, keys and vocals, Nate 
Nelson of noise-psych duo Mouthus on 
drums and bassist Todd Cavallo - is where 
they bring all the strategies they've honed 
exploring the wild, outer tip of improv into 
the instrumental bear pit and tear rock'n'roll 
a new one. Leastways, that's what you can 
assume it's meant to be. But that doesn't 
explain why it sounds like a bunch of college 
kids who've only just learned to play, making 
plodding, go-nowhere doom riffs topped 
off with a Sixties organ borrowed from The 
Doors. In fact, Jim Morrison's gloomy, 
booze-prophet persona is all over this, with 
obvious lyrics like "Drive to the beach in the 
middle of the night" deWwred by Miller 
in a Lydia Lunch-lite monotone that raises 
a faintly embarrassed smile or groan of 
despair depending on which side your 
bread's buttered. 
Daniel Spicer 



JJ Got Live RaTX (Drag City) 

I know. It's OK. You're allowed. Like many 
others, you'll have begun reading this review 
with the faint hope that I'm going to say 
something like, 'RTX's third album is the best 
Royal Trux-related release since their creative 
zenith' (y'know. Accelerator! Veterans Of 
Disorder). Over the years, this hope has been 
diminished by a series of less than impressive 
Howling Hex and RTX albums but slightly 
bolstered by Neil Hagerty and Jennifer 
Herema's guest spots with Weird War in 
2002 and 2004. This time, you do not hope in 
vain. 77 Got Live. . . is like the soundtrack to a 
thousand early Eighties LA strip joints: an 
honest, ugly record that's as lean and 
efficient as a leather-clad greyhound. 
Ben Webster 



Screaming Tea Party 



Golden Blue (Stolen) 

ScreamingTea Party have these tricks. They 
take enormous, accessible riffs -think 
Nirvana or Muse at their most thrashy and 
massive - and combine them with eitheran 
innocentfemalevocaKNelOorKoichi's 
dulled, downbeat mumble. Sweet and sickly 
but mangled into evil. Golden Blue is a 
soundtrack for terrible deeds. In many ways, 
they lack a vocalist; but they've turned the 
average into the abrasive.Two parts Tokyo 
males and one part London female, 
ScreamingTea Party excel; but I'd be nervous 
to play them in certain company. People 
would think me a childcatcher. 
Tom Howard 



Those Dancing Days 



In Our Space Hero Suits (Wichita) 

Hang on a minute.This is supposed to be all 
bounciness, curly hair and lollipops! All 
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BBC merchandise, 
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|S^^S^7CS Music For Life On Earth 

Q^JE£^(^9 Edward Williams 
^^^Bpn^E 1 picked this up in a charity 
|H|HLflHQ shop about 15 years ago. 
B^PKoHHI Itdidn'ttakemelongto 
H^uB^H|K work out that it was the 
't^^^d-^MpI soundtrack album to the 
BBC series, but it certainly didn't look like off icia 
1 remember being really excited, not only by the 
flautist) or the track titles ('Gymnopedie For Jell\ 
For Flatworms'), but especially by the A4booklei 
Featuring an odd little drawing of a DNA strand 
it contained the credits for a massive orchestra, i 
(which was still just a mysterious preset on my Cc 
1 wasn't really prepared for the album to be so b( 
traditional, sweeping, orchestral melodies nestii 
electronic effects and a dismembered David Atte 
chamber. It's a lovely, hissy old record that someP 
flora or fauna it is intending to. (David Edwards 



skipping ropes and Mickey Mouse plasters 
on grazed, playground knees! Penny sweets 
and lemonade! Isn't it? Many an evening has 
been spent hopping about a carpeted living 
room, tripping over our shoelaces to 'Those 
Dancing Days' and 'Hitten'.The anticipation 
for a full length dose was. . .well, it was there. 
But how does this chirpy young fivesome 
from Sweden greet us?With a drum roll. A 
very, very long drum roll.The effect of this 
is something akin to being dragged along 
behind a train, the back of your cranium 
being twatted on the railway sleepers 
in a delightfully rhythmic but ultimately 
painful manner. 

Luckily for them, redemption 
comes in scattered snippets; in the peaks of 
melody, in that voice, in the naive and often 
nonsensical lyrics. Cut out the filler, and 
we'll talk. 
HayleyAvron 



Tilly And The Wall 



O(MoshiMoshi) 

Yup, they're cute as a punnet of kittens, 
and yup, the roiling, percussive flow of 
Jamie Pressnall's amped-up tap shoes offers 
some real heart. But this has never been 
enough to prevent earlierTilly records from 
becoming bogged down in a mire of 
sentiment. Make it through the schmaltz of 
'TallTall Grass', though, and Ooffers 
something gutsier.There's the fiery one-two 
of'Pot Kettle Black's archly poised trash, 
and then there's 'Cacophony's sanguine, 
spaghetti flamenco.The default setting 
of 'blandly adorable' is still adopted far 
too often, but the half dozen times 
they rouse themselves to something greater 
(when, say, they dabble in Europop and 
grunge) they nail it convincingly. Maybe one 
day they'll have the will to attempt a 
genuinely ambitious pop opus. 
Andrzej Lukowski 



Vivian Girls 



Vivian Girls (In The Red) 

I wanted the promised Shangri-Las 
melodrama. I wanted sweetly angelic vocals. 
And when I didn't get them, I turned the 
damn thing off. But I'll be honest with you: 
music writers often don't pay enough 
attention. There isn't enough time, it doesn't 
pay enough, all that.Thing is, the CD was still 
in my machine. I put in on, idly. Played it on 
repeat for want of anything better. Got the 
Pixies bass, the Wall Of Sound vocals like a 



tidal wave. And the melodies. Precisely 
nothing like the Shangri-Las; more like 
a dark, post punkAislers Set, all hard and 
spiky on the outside and gooey on the inside, 
like tough girl music should be. And there's 
nothing wrong with that. Nothing wrong 
atall. 
Jesse Darlin' 



You And Me (Fierce Panda) 

This band are so American. That's why 
listening to Hamilton Leithauser is dreamy. 
He sings lucidly of a world far enough away 
to sound like a fairytale. It's easy to forget, 
for example, that you don't have to be gentry 
to buy land in the US like you do in the UK. 
It's not the American dream exactly, but 
these, here on wax, areAmerican dreams. 
Who wouldn't want to live in a wooden 
prairie house in the middle of nowhere? 
Looking out unto the fields, sitting on your 
porch and swatting the flies away. Watching 
the sun set every night, putting on the same 
pair of dusty boots every morning. Drinking 
root beer and eating too many hash browns. 
I know I would. And that's why I like The 
Walkmen. They're so loyal to their approach. 
Often regretful and utterly idealistic, their 
world will never be perfect.And neither will 
their records. But they paint fine pictures. 
Tom Howard 



Hector Zazou and Swara 



In The House Of Mirrors (Crammed) i 

Prior to his death this September, aged just 
60, French composer/producer Zazou made 
a quarter century's career out of fusing 
ambient electronics with ethnic musical 
traditions, from locations as disparate as 
Ireland and the Congo. Here, on his final, 
posthumous release, he invites four master 
musicians from India and Uzbekistan to 
make sublimely spiritual music on the 
tambur, oud, violin, flute and Indian slide 
guitar. Zazou's input takes the form of subtle 
resonances, muffled heartbeat rhythms and 
tiny, tactile details. It's all very mellow and 
atmospheric -like the soundtrack to a TV 
travel show-with none of the joyous, 
lightning-fast interplay that raga can 
achieve. Yet it seems strangely fitting that 
this should be Zazou's parting statement: 
In The House Of Mirrors is the sound of a soft 
focus, eternal hereafter stretching out forever 
like an endless afternoon nap. 
Daniel Spicer 
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The Acorn 

Glory Hope Mountain 
(Bella Union) 

Although these 
numbers may drift by 
without leaving much of 
an initial impression, a few listens unfurl 
fireflies, clear starry nights and "a landscape 
that is breathing". OS) 

Blitzen Trapper 

Lk Furr(SubPop) 

SS'T^fe^JU This time next year, Furr 
will have exploded. 
There'll be touring of 
enormo-domesand 
slots beach parties. I just hope I love it as 
much then as I do now. Think Shins gone 
Yacht.Think general deadliness! (TC) 

Butthole Surfers 

Live At The Forum, 
London (Live Here 
Now) 

No post-production, 
no deceitful sonic 
Botox-ing; these are the same two CD-Rs 
you could buy right after this gig ended on 
Saturday 26 July, when the reformed 
Butthole Surfers - and a load of excitable 
kids with instruments they brought with 
them - piled through some of their 
best-regarded songs for 80 minutes. What? 
Yeah, they did 'Sweat Loaf. (NG) 



u 
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Catfish Haven 

Devastator (Secretly 
Canadian) 

With The Dirtbombs, 
Black Mountain and 
Howlin' Rain tearing up 
speakers like it's 1 973, Chicago's Catfish 
Haven confidently continue this trend of 
good natured thievery, nicking as liberally 
from the likes of Otis Redding and vintage 
Ike AndTina as Led Zep.The result is 
satisfyingly brash, powered by George 
Hunter's oil-slick baritone. (CL) 

Cobalt 

Landfill Breastmix 
Beast (Profound Lore) 

The three track EP that 
follows Cobalt's 
exceptional Eater 
OfBirdsst\\\ clocks in at 45 minutes, 
suggesting that Eric Wunder and Phil 
McSorley's take on warlike black metal 
continues to recognise few boundaries. 
New track 'Stomach' is backed with a cover 
of grind obscurities Nausea's 'Extinction' 
and a full, uninterrupted take on Eater Of 
Birds' atmospheric interludes, 'Ritual Use 
Of Fire'. (LP) 

Dartz 

The Sad History Of 
The Village Of 
.^^ i AInerique (Xtra Mile) 

^^„**t-^ 4 Move along, c'mon; 

""""""" ^' better, faster, more, 
more. Whereas their debut was a skewed 
pop odyssey. The Sadl-listoryOfThe Village 
Of AInerique is a more considered effort. Eight 
songs flow in and out of each other as one 
movement, the production-pricked guitars 
cushioningtalesofswimming in lakes and 
bravery. It's the sound of a summer; 
specifically, it's the sound of summer caught 
on Super 8. (NB) 




Gregory And The 
Hawk 

MoenieAndKitchi 
(Fat Cat) 

Isthis touching and 
^ crystal-cute, or am I just 

nostalgic? In any case, sentimental. Here's 
a wafer-thin voice over scuffle drums and 
folk violins; more Devon Sproule than Joanna 
Newsom. But it's too watery in places, like 
when ice collects pools on its surface and you 
slide, lose focus. (HG) 

BBj^^ Faction (Lojinx) 

JUL. From a limited genre 

i^^, _ (bedroom folk/ 

.^WKV-- electronica) whose 

gullet began refluxing 
about three years ago. Still, you wouldn't 
kick Henrik out of bed for stroking a few 
keys. Opt for it after a brutal day of brokering 
hedge funds,or whatever it is that you 
do.(SM) 
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Horse Feathers 

HouseWithNoHome 
-^ (Kill Rock Stars) 

u^^^y^l Blankets, winter clothes 
^^^^^^^5 and Horse Feathers: 

-^ things of comfort made 
from strings and strings and strings. With 
sockfooted guitar, banjo, cello, violin and 
handfuls of vocal chords, there's no progress 
here. But this music is fingerspun nostalgia. 
The past don't change. (MT) 

WLJg . I lota 

iff*'" ' -i^ "3 Tales (Small stone) 

tai Tyftoji lota's desert rock 

^ concept album is all 
about extraterrestrials. 
Comprised of driving 
riffs and psych-outs, it's the foggy 
recollection of a dude who's not sure if 
he got probed last night or ate a bad 
Burrito.(PM) 

Land Of Talk 

SomeAre Lakes (One 
Little Indian) 

Land of Talk's second 
album is every bit as rich 
as its predecessor. 
Elizabeth Powell's words coil about you like a 
cynical old friend; wry and biting, yet warm 
and forgiving. (HA) 

The Legendary 
Pink Dots 

Plutonium Blonde 
(ROIR) 

The sinister lyrics of 
Edward Ka-Spel meet 
electronic melancholia and psychedelic 
disturbance.They trapse brightly through a 
parallel world ofsurreal personal technology, 
mailman lovesongs and spare-part surgery 
gone weirdly wrong. (RF) 

S jjfl^ Lite 

oE^.-^^-g*,^. ; (Transduction) 

^n_ '.-. Tokyo instrumentalists 

^ '?'*/."" have kidnapped Battles' 

'. i-ximA M/rrarec/and King 

Crimson ! Pumped them full of post/jazz/ 
math-metal hostility serum and set them at 
each other like starved jackals! Trippy prog 
that's full of imagination. (JP) 







Marble Sheep 

Message From Oarfish 
(Funfundvierzig) 

CaptainTripandhis 
crew of Japanese riff 
jockeys set the phaser 
controls for super heavy psychotropic 
oblivion, spreading head-nodding, 
brain-crushing vibes across the world like 
there's no tomorrow- especially not after 
1972.(RF) 

The New Year 

The New Year (Touch 
And Go) 

Walls of strummed 
guitars create huge 
moments of euphoria 
throughout. From the growth of 'Folios' and 
the gentle mutters of 'MMV, the sparkles and 
soft delays are sumptuous and sleepy. Each 
and every woozy melody provides a touching 
insight into fine American balladry. (JF) 

Nia Jai 

Black Ice (White 
Chalk) 

Sometimes, skills equal 
pain. 'Cos when she 
sizzles, Mancunian MC 
Nia Jai is like Estelle on a budget. She's got a 
hint of Baby Blue's wounded nostalgia on 
'When IWasYoung' and when she's bigging 
up her hometown on 'Throw Ya M's Up'. 
She's even a hip hop No.Lay on the gutter 
realism of 'Caught In The System'. But when 
she doesn't (sizzle, that is), it's 'cos her focus 
sounds diluted by anaemic r'n'b. And that 
hurts. (RS) 
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Puttin' On The 
Ritz 

Bangin' Your Way Into 
The Future (Hot Cup) 

PoMo lounge jazz and 
boisterous takes on 
Broadway showtunes from intoxicated 
twosome BJ Rubin (crooner) and Kevin 
Shea (be-suited sticksman, also of freaked 
noise-jazzersTalibam!) It's hard to doubt 
their affection from the material (and 
apparently it's a blast live), but I'm suspicious 
it's more fun to play than listen to. (LP) 

Renfro 

..\^ Mathematics 
-^iJ (Meltwater) 
^^ij^ \ She said it sounded like 

HhE "' The Blow on a bad day, 

f^^^^' --^ and I said, well, it's not 
f/7af good. Buzzing with serene melody, 
Mathematics\s certainly competent, yet it 
sticks between the yellow lines of glitch pop 
a little too responsibly. Furthermore, two 
dudes don't make a Khaela Maricich. (SM) 

Sonny Jim 

Trading Standards 
(Dented) 

Don't let a few knobs 
putyou off the real. 
Sonny Jim represents 
the new British standard, a prole voice 
bearing the same relation to bloke rap (like 
Example, say, or early stuff by The Streets) 
thatantifolkhasto Kate Nash. That's 
assuming a positive reading of antifolk-one 
that concentrates on the wit and provocative 
energy, on the sort of stuff that's just too 
damn ruff for the mainstream. (RS) 










Sway 

j^ The Signature 
(Dcypha) 

VXT The Signaturel The 
Dooc/Zewouldbemore 
appropriate. It's difficult 
to decipher a signature with this many 
glyphs, but with a remix, 'F UR X' could be a 
bassline banger. (AR) 

Tim Ten Yen 

Everything Beautiful 
Reminds Me Of You 
(Pointy) 

Here's a stridently 
unfashionable dip into 

the pop pool. I'm digging the snazzy 

keyboards and unexpectedly dynamic guitar. 

Tim's monotone, however, could make or 

break this sucker. (SM) 

James Jaclcson 
Toth 

Waiting In Vain (Ryko) 

Wooden Wand And The 
Vanishing Voice used to 
make free folk journeys 
into myth, 'til the Wand lit out on his own 
with an acoustic guitar and songwriter's 
Stetson. Now he's yearning for soft-focus. 
Seventies rock. Some rejoice. Others bemoan 
cosmic entropy. (DS) 

Trivium 

Shogun (Roadrunner) 

The thrash lovers' fourth 
album sees them further 
ploughing that furrow 
between nu-metal and 
Maiden/Slayer et al. 'Torn Between Scylla 
And Charybdis' /s destruction, with fast-fret 
headbanging, singalong choruses andTravis 
Smith's meshed, mashed drums. (JSh) 

Emily Jane White 

Dark Undercoat 
(Talitres) 

Floating forth on a bed 
of guitar and piano. 
Dark Undercoat 
evidences a clear debt to the recent works 
of Chan Marshall and Emily Haines. Like 
these two. White occasionally hits the mark 
to devastating effect, particularly in the 
bruised plea of 'Two Shots To The Head'. (JS) 

Woodpigeon 

't^--- Songbook (End Of 
The Road) 

More than 20 people 
are listed beneath 'band 
members' on 
Woodpigeon's MySpace. Which is absurd; 
not least because the floaty folk they make 
can barely have more than four people 
playing it at any one time. Maybe it's a 
pass-the-parcel type of affair. Either way: a 
humble winner. (TH) 

Brief notes by: Hayley Avron, 
Natalie Boxall, Jonathan 
Falcone, Richard Fontenoy, 
Noel Gardner, Hannah 
Gregory, Tom Howard, Chris 
Lo, Patrick Moran, Shane 
Moritz, James Papademetrie, 
Louis Pattison, Aleks Romain, 
Joe Shooman, James Skinner, 
Daniel Spicer, Ringo P Stacey, 
Meryl Trussler, The Corpo 
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WINTER OFFERINCf FROM AURORA BOREALIf 




<iRUMBLIN' FUR JOURNEY TO IXTLAN 

FURRIER CD/LP s/t CD & 2LP 

Bizarre blissed kraut mantra, New Age Doom & Occult 

chant, chime and hashcloud billow. Desert Rock from the 

Feat. ALEXANDER TUCKER & underground cult. Long awaited 

members of CIRCLE, GUAPO, & ^ebut album crosses over from the 

MOTHLITE. Astral wonder of the ^Q^ld of spirits. Mesa maqick & 



)alibre. Essential! 



peyote revelation. 




ROSE KEMP 

Unholy Majesty 
deluxe ltd LP 



RYE WOLVEI 

Oceans of Delicate Rain 
CD& LP 



L'ACEPHALE 

Malefeasance 
CD & 2L 



Check the website for samples, offers, webshop and distro. 

WWW.AUR0RA-B.COM 

Distributed by SOUTHERN www.southern.net 



GET DOWN STAY DOWN 



BIRD SHOW 



"...0 wide-eyed circle dance of primal instincts and futuristic 25.08.08 

sound design." earplug 



RAGLANI OF SIRENS BORN krankl24 

"Raglani's songs feel like futuristic shoegaze, created by artificial 08.09.08 
intelligence in the post-human wilderness." Riverfront Times 



BODUF SONGS HOW SHADOWS CHASE THE BALANCE krankl20 



,. ,, , Ik.' 22.09.08 

This is something darker, something much more sinister..." Mundane Sounds 



WINDY & CARL SONGS FOR THE BROKEN HEARl 



"Genre descriptions such as 'ambient guitar soundscape', 06.10.08 

'wall of sound' and 'drone' fail miserably to capture the astonishing, 
magical emotional beauty of their pieces." Cyclic Defrost 



BENOIT PIOULARD TEMPER krankl23 



intent to darken and 



mrankm 



. ,.-,j music with a subversive 06.10.08 
s borders. " filter 



kranky.net 



CHRISTINA CARTER 21.10.08 
JONAS REINHARDT 03.11.10 
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ASCEND -"Ample Fire Within" - CD 

ASCEND is a new collaborative musical pr 
Gentry Densley (Iceburn, Eagle Twin) i 
(sunn 0))), Goatsnake, Engine Kid). Be 



Andersons' band Engine Kid toured with and shared a split 
album with Densleys' band Iceburn. During that time both 
were heavily experimenting with the fusion of jazz 
(Mahavishnu Orchestra, Miles Davis, John Coltrane) and 
the dark behemoth tones of influences such as The Melvins, 
Gore, Slint, and Caspar Brotzman. ASCEND re-visits some 





eve Moore (Earth and often times : sunn 0))) ) Bubbc 
ipree (Void) AND none other than Kim Thayil 
oundgarden) 

Gore-"Hart Gore/Mean Mans' Dream" 2xcd reissue 

Relentless, heavy.pounding instrumental ROCK, whose 
influence has paved the way for other heavy instrument, 
acts like Pelican, Russian Circles, Don Caballero, and 
course the band who adopted their name: Bohren und 
Club of Gore. Packaged with a 32 page booklet with m 
unseen photos and extensive liner notes that painstakin( 
recount the legend of GORE! 
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Velvet Cacoon c 



www.southernlord.com 



how we used to live 

Words: kicking_k 
Illustration: Anna Higgle 



St Etienne 

London Conversations: The Best Of St Etienne 

(Heavenly) 

I was one of those virgins who didn't relinquish 

border control until years and years after my 

peers. Sometimes I wish I'd kept hold. 

Forsometime, atthattime. Saint Etienne's 
'Avenue' - a perfectly weighted update of 
chanson that scattered its sighs between 
synthesised sun flicker and raincloud dub 
stumble -was my official favourite song. 
Listening to it now, I still remember how 
I transfused its bittersweetness daily, with 
headphones and coffee, in one or other 
cold blue bedroom. 

"He said her skin smelledjust like petals/Said 
stupid things he knew she'd like/She said 
her life was like a motorway/Dull, grey, and 
long/Til he came along. " ('Like A Motorway') 

It seemed to me inevitable I'd be feeling 
these emotions one day, guest-starring in my 
own versions of such classic, modern, romantic, 
cinematic situations. I was almost autistically 
shyfor much of college/university, frightened 
of and fascinated by the adult world I could 
evade ever less. Naturally, I mostly listened to 



music designed to alienate my elders. But, 
in the mid-Nineties, indie spawned an anomaly. 
A band who were more classically, more purely, 
more ideally-oridealistically, even 
ideologically-pop than anything inthe actual 
charts but, y'know (forgive me, I still thought in 
binaries), underground. 

"In the bed where they make love/She's in 
a film on the sheets/He shows dreams like a 
movie/She's the softness of cinema seats. " 
('Pale Movie') 

This compilation is the story of the band's 
singles -artful but unf ussy syncretism, 
manicured machine noise and brittle fists of 
piano that shattered against rhythm tracks 
shivering like small, excited muscles. Each 

Pop is effortless bloom 
- and inevitable decay 

release would be coloured, almost seasonally, 
with cleverly-deployed kitschery- whether 
straight-laced strings or flamenco guitar, 
Europulse bleeps orsitar-and all the nuances 
infinite care and a GSOH could bestow. 

It's all here: the porcelain awkwardness of 
melancholy that knows it's being watched, the 
nerve needed just to try and be happy when 
adolescent self-doubt leeches the equation, 
smart people doing stupid things and paying 
the price (but having change to show for it). 
Those unmoored years when your mind and 
body are in a biological swirl have had few 
better tour guides. That they did it with 
luminous words and music, featherlightjoie 



de vivre and sheltering sentiment is a 
testamentto their skill, tact and heart. 

If rock is effort and action, pop is effortless 
bloom - and inevitable decay. Gentle ironies, 
shared jokes, harmless perversions. Pop songs 
last three minutes, live in the charts for weeks, 
disappearforyearsand return to take you all 
the way back. And those who like what they 
hear here should dig down to the original 
albums, which were always becomingly full 
of more outre curios and genre experiments. 
For this chaste, bookish boy, identifying more 
with the wise girls sung into being by Sarah 
Cracknell than attitudinal angerbeards was 
just part of growing up -obliquely, like so 
many of us. 

"Baby I'll encourage you to be expressive, 
not aggressive/More soft around the edges/Just 
like me..." {'SoftUkeMe') 

And when you spend a certain proportion 
of your life feeling like a faker, that you're 
not as cool, as deep, as wasted as those around 
you, it was a fond thought that someone 
would eventually see through angled, 
polished surfaces to the original, uncultivated 
pulp -irredeemably normal, just like everyone 
else, just like them -and love you for it. 

These songs were not the soundtracks but 
the substitutes for all those formative 
experiences - exotic locales and tragic love 
affairs. I lived, instead, in la-la-land. And I 
wasn't alone. Classic pop = common dreams. 

"He's on the phone/And she wants to go 
home/Shoes in hand/Don't make a sound/It's 
time to go... "('He's On The Phone') 
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just wasn't made for these times 

Words: Jonathon Dale 
Illustration: Duncan Barrett 

Stephen John Kalinich 

A World Of Peace Must Come (Light In The Attic) 

While visiting friends in Sydney recently, someone 
turned to me - a fellow music fanatic with over 
two decades of obsessive listening behind him - 
and said, "If you'd told me 10 years ago I'd be 
listening to The Beach Boys, I would have hit you". 
I daresay a lot of us have travelled that same rocky 
path toward unquestioning Wilson worship, and 
Kalinich is the latest stop on the road to Damascus. 
Recorded in 1 969 (and subsequently lost, as all 
good unreleased albums invariably are), A World 
Of Peace Must Come is a spontaneous yet at times 
rather ponderous set of recitals, featuring random, 
rough and minimal musical backings for Kalinich's 
windy, yearning sing-speak. 

Yearning isn't always a good thing - Kalinich's 
vocals are the weakest link on a record that's 
patchy if you're approaching it as 'an album', 
which I suspect is how most people will take 
A World Of Peace Must Come; it's no musical 
experience, no great lost Wilson production. And 
as far as audio documents of Sixties poetry go, it's 



nowhere near the humour and power of, say. 
Folkways' Poems For Peace. Kalinich is no Allen 
Ginsberg, no Jackson Mac Low, no Ed Sanders. But 
I don't think he was trying to be, either- as much 
as 'America, I Know You' strikes as a conscious 
response to Ginsberg's 'America', Wilson filling out 
the recital with the kind of disassociated vernacular 
fantasia that Van Dyke Parks perfected on Song 
Cycle (the line telling off America's "students [who] 
have destroyed property and rioted" seems pretty 
soft, though - get back behind those picket lines!) 

No firebrand 
guttersnipe here 

I admire the occasional drive that overtakes 
Kalinich's performances -the sudden gust 
of energy that bursts through 'Be Still' three 
minutes in, or the vigour that shoots through 
his delivery one minute into 'If You Knew' 
(although the slightly naff religious/naturist 
discourse becomes too judgmental and hectoring). 
You can't really argue too hard with some of 
the sentiment here -world peace is a nice 
thought, people should be good to one another, 
etc - but you can ask how far doggerel can get 
you, and some of this comes close to the 



clumsiness of doggerel even though it's nowhere 
near burlesque. 

Listening to A World Of Peace Must Come feels 
closer to research than pleasure - a notch on the 
belt, another Brian Wilson production locked 
down and stored between the ears, a record gilded 
more by association than its own worth. But while 
Kalinich's poetry can seem gauche in our irony- 
fattened era, it's certainly on a par with the wave 
of anti-establishment, hippie-cum-mystic poetry 
circling in the late Sixties. And Kalinich didn't seem 
hugely driven, in the end. No firebrand guttersnipe 
here: on title track 'A World Of Peace Must Come', 
he says he wants to "Throw a few of these 
poems. ..to a few people". 

To a few people? Well, he probably reached a 
few more with his Beach Boys collaborations, and 
he'll connect with a few more folk again now that 
reissue culture has validated anything touched by 
the original Boys. You'll want it if you're a Wilson 
scholar, or a student of 20th Century American 
history and/or literature. But it sure won't replace 
listening to The Beach Boys' original of 'Be Still', 
and if you remember Kalinich for anything, it 
should be for his co-parenting of one of Dennis 
Wilson's greatest performances. Approach with 
caution; but stay inquisitive. 



Jean Cocteau And Les Six 



Once Upon A Time (el) 

Les Six: the group of Montparnasse-based 
artists who, with Cocteau at their helm, 
turned their back on classical tradition 
and soulless modernism to revolutionise 
composition. They drew instead from 
the principles of Dada and Satie.They 
opened doors onto previously forbidden 
realms of popular song, 'primitive' music 
and jazz, purging the past of its snobbery 
(and establishing a new line in taste). 

This disc collects some famous examples 
of the above, such titles as 'Spring At The 
Bottom Of The Sea' spelling out the nature of 
their fluid 'scapes. It's difficult to imagine 



nowhowsuch beautiful music-including 
thethemestosurrealistfilmsOrp/7eeand/.a 
Belle EtLa Bete- could have sounded like 
scandal to Twenties Paris; as their leader 
once said, this is, "music one can live in 
like a house". 
Hannah Gregory 



The Fifth Dimension 



The Magic Garden (Rev-Ola) 

The Magic Garden was supposed to be a 
done deal. When Soul City Records' 
Johnny Rivers decided to pair the ferocious 
vocal abilities of The Fifth Dimension with 
Jimmy Webb, the lyricist behind Glen 
Campbell's 'Wichita Lineman', he was 



confident of producing a hit album. But, 
unlike their Grammy award winning debut 
Up, Up And Away, The Magic Gardenv\ias 
received with barely a nonchalant shrug. 
The same carefree sentiments that had 
reaped hitsforThe Mamas AndThe Papas 
earned The Fifth Dimension criticism for 
being too frivolous. 

Unashamedly romantic and ethereal, 
the record was written and arranged by 
Webb during one of his many periods of 
deep depression. The songs flow through 
the narrative cycle of a doomed relationship, 
said to be based around Webb's on-off 
girlfriend, Susie Norton. Yearning horns, 
unearthly sopranos, sitars and gutsy 



rhythms (provided by LA's most wanted 
session musicians, the Wrecking Crew), 
spin tension. 

Halfway between the idealism of 
Sixties psychedelic pop and the lovelorn 
cynicism of Bacharach, 'Paper Cup', 'Carpet 
Man' and 'The Magic Garden' are all 
delivered with sincerity and astonishing 
power. The distinctive voice of lead singer 
LaMonte McLemore, who sounds a little 
like Sam Cooke, rub shoulders with the 
clipped, faux-English accents of Marilyn 
McCoo and Florence LaRue.Those, 
above all, are what makes this album a 
forgotten classic. 
Nat Davies 
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Comet Gain 

Broken Record Prayers (Fortuna POP!) 

Comet Gain knowthat it's all about shattered dreams but 
refuse to give up nonetheless. What else could this South 
London band believe, reared on the bruised swagger of 
Dexys, the cynical elan of Vic Godard (and Jean-Luc) and 
the overwhelming hurt and schoolboy humour of TV Personalities? 'We 
aren 't cartoon characters/And the pain is true/We liave, we liave torn ideals/ 
Comet Gain lias torn ideals, "the girl spits on 'Jack Nance Hair', the song 
I formed a record label for. The semi-spoken statement of intent (a Dansette 
equivalent to Wah's mighty 'Story Of The Blues') opens this unruly collection 
of B-sides and outtakes - a title lifted from an Orange Juice album here, a 
clatter of drumsticks there, the impassioned, fuzz-drenched 'Look At You 
Now (You're Crying)' smouldering in the corner right there. Of course 
I'm going to love this. These being early songs, there are plenty of cutie, 
post-Sarah (Talulah Gosh) moments where the Girl takes lead, singing like 
the world is one big '0'. 'Orwell Liberty Dance' does early Creation Records 
better than early Creation managed (well, this side of The Pastels); and 
bandleader David Feck, for all his myriad contradictions, makes for a 
marvellous British Riot Boy, jaded and cynical and childlike simultaneously, 
petulant and brutal and stumbling across magic almost accidentally. 
Everett True 



Morgan Fisher 



Hybrid Kids One And Two (Cherry Red) 

The first Hybrid Kids record was a fake 
compilation put together by ex-Mott The 
Hoople keyboard player and indefatigable 
oddball Morgan Fisher, who disguised the 
album as a collection of tracks by bands from 
Peabody, Texas. The concept was fairly 
simple; each track would be a cover version 
recasting the original in what Morgan 
considered its diametrically opposed musical 
form.ThusJimmyWebb's'MacArthurPark'is 
wrested from its lush, tearstained origins and 
dumped into a cockney two-tone format, 
Kate Bush's 'Wuthering Heights' is twisted 
into dub and The Sex Pistols' 'God Save The 
Queen' and 'Pretty Vacant' are melded into a 
Pinky And Perky-voiced helium knockabout. 

As with Fisher's 1 980 classic Miniatures, 
shards of Hybrid Kids' Muence became 
scattered throughout the alt-rock 
underground. Fisher's electro-shock assault 
on Rod Stewart's 'D'Ya Think I'm Sexy' surely 
must have formed the blueprint for Revolting 
Cocks' almost identical 1 993 detournement; 
but, unlike IVIiniatures, Hybrid Kids only 
sporadically transcends novelty status. 

1 980's Claws, the second of the Hybrid 
Kids reissues, is altogether darker and more 
focused, a Christmas album featuring new 
and traditional songs delivered in various 
post-punkidioms, referencingThisHeat, 
PiL, Gang Of Four and Pere Ubu. What's 
astonishing is how quickly Fisher was able 
to identify and assimilate the tics of post- 
punk, producing a simulacrum too ominously 
effective to be considered merely parodical. 
C/ai/i/salso manages to be subtly prescient; 
Fisher's attemptto "celebrate the ancient 
pagan winter solstice rite" using lo-fi 
experimental methods (tape-splicing, 
effects, dub echo) predates the industrial folk 
subgenre by several years, beating it simply 
by not being shit. 
Joseph Stannard 



Dredd Foole 



Kissing The Contemporary Bliss 
(Family Vineyard) 

This one's got 'epochal' written all over it. 
Originally released back in 2005 in mono 
and stereo editions of just 99 each, it's a 
whacked-out blueprint from outsider central; 
two discs of unhinged lunar blues from the 
godfatheroffree-folkDredd Foole -aka Dan 
Ireton - recorded at Maximum Arousal Farm 



with twang'n'wobble backing from his most 
loyal acolytes, MattValentine and Erika Elder. 
Somewhere beneath the disorientating 
strangeness of it all, there's the blues, pure 
and simple: bottleneck licks, gripes and 
grumped-up tales of leavin' town on the last 
train. Only, it's been permanently unhooked 
from the 1 2-bar straightjacket of inherited 
forms and cast adrift in a weightless realm 
of echoing spectrasound and dizzying, 
infinite space.Try to imagine the Holy Modal 
Rounders' psychedelic folk batshit goof-offs, 
with all the humour sucked out and replaced 
by Jandek's desolate, cold-cosmos yearning. 
Got it? You're not even nearly far enough 
out there. 
Daniel Spicer 



Killing Joke 



The Peel Sessions 1979-1981 (EMI) 

As you probably know, Peel Sessions tended 
to showcase new material in a somewhat 
rougher form than it would eventually 
appear: fresh, but loose.Typically, Killing Joke 
twist this convention over and onto its head. 
Getting them to sound even more coarse 
than usual would've been an almighty feat, 
and the rhythm section throughout these five 
sessions is a tightly wound bludgeon. 

All the early period monsters are here: 
'Change', 'The Fall Of Because', 'Wardance', 
'Tension' (twice), each trying to batter 
through studio glass, as relentless and 
terrifying as ever in their quasi-political 
fury; part occult gathering, part contradictory 
jackbooted anarchists. Jaz Coleman, at the 
helm, is a jester with a podium, preaching 
destruction and confronting the powerful 
on their own coercive terms. Amid such 
apocalyptic stuff, it's no wonder he went 
a bit wobbly and had to nip off to Iceland 
to honour some bonfires for a bit. 
Peter Parrish 



MrMaxted 



Lives And Privacy (Mordant Music) 

The latest nugget of black gold turned up 
from Mordant Music's tireless cultural 
excavations is credited to " Roehampton's 
feral analog spectre" Mr Maxted, who 
reportedly synthesised these nine tracks of 
brittle brut e\ecXwr\\cs between the years of 
1 989 and 1 994. Eschewing the smiley spirit 
ofthe era forthewiry, post-industrial body 
music of Belgian New Beat and the tense, 
industrial snap of Cabaret Voltaire, 'People 



I Know' reminds you of the virtues of a 
limited sound palette - a tight mesh of 
two-note Korg, pattering drum machine 
and chanted vocals garbled by vocoder; 
'Zip-A-Dee-Doo-Dah', meanwhile, is tense 
and wracked, the pained squawk of 
a prodigious artificial intelligence confined 
to the prison of a defunct television remote. 
Lives And Privacy probably once sounded 
like the future. Placed in the Mordant frame, 
though, it's granted a second life: a 
fine example of tarnished, corroded 
retro-futurism. 
Louis Pattison 



Steinski 



What Does It All Mean? 1983-2006 
Retrospective (Illegal Art) 

If sampling loves the idea of sticking it to The 
Man, then there's a glorious irony in one of 
its pioneers being successful thirtysomething 
advertising executive Steve Stein. Steinski 
and studio engineer Douglas 'Double Dee' 
DeFrancotreated Eighties New York to a 
series of gleefully copyright-stomping mixes, 
known as the Lessons, that have enjoyed 
clandestine notoriety ever since. The Lessons' 
raw,jarring rush of funk breaks, James 
Brown grunts, Fifties kitsch and the Sugarhill 
Gang sound so fundamental to what came 
afterwards that it's impossible to hear them 
with untainted ears. But later works, such as 
Kennedy assassination mash-up 'The 
Motorcade Sped On', chilling 9/1 1 tribute 
'NumberThree On Flight Eleven' and the 
second disc's genre-crunching mix 'Nothing 
To Fear' prove that there's more than 
audacity and sticky tape holding these 
mixes together. 
Abi Bliss 



The Headlight Serenade (Leaf) 

It turned out to be their swansong, as 
Lawrence Pike shifted into Pivot mode; but 
The Headlight Serenade\Nds also something 
of a triumph forTriosk.Their blend of slowly 
unfolding instrumental jazz with subtly 
motive electronica built convincingly upon 
the patterns laid out by fellow Antipodeans 
The Necks. Triosk, though, shifted into 
stranger textural modes, with digital 
components foregrounded. For this 
re-release, Leaf have packaged the original 
album up with live sessions which showcase 
Triosk's deft interplay of Zen-like analogue 
sounds with broad sweeps of FX intervention 
and increasingly deranged cut-ups. Nuanced 
to the point where the infinitesimal shading 
of a piano tone or bass strum can shift 
the mood completely. /./Ve settles the 
matter-Trioskshould reform, if only to 
perform onstage another time, because there 
simply has to be more of this. 
Richard Fontenoy 



Frankie Valli And The Four 
Seasons 



The Motown Years (Universal) 

In the Sixties, The Four Seasons were near 
faultless ('Cherry', 'Big Girls Don't Cry', 'Walk 
Like A Man'), with Valli's piercing falsetto to 
the fore. Dm, The Motown Years.Yeah, right 
Frankie Valli AndThe Four Seasons were 
signed to the Detroit label for a handful of 
years in the Seventies, their glory years in 
the past, (Sreaseyetto come. They 
released -what, four singles, and a 
saccharine, string-swamped 'soul' album, 
Chameleon, v\ih\&\ is full of watered-down 



funk and substandard Beach Boys 
harmonies. It sank.They started to record a 
second. It was shelved. The two sides soon 
parted acrimoniously, Valli buying out the 
(future) monster hit 'My Eyes Adored You'. 

Although there are moments - mostly 
Sixties throwbacks like 'The Night', 'Walk 
On, Don't Look Back' and 'Touch The 
Rainchild' -this is not a period I would 
personally have chosen to exhume. But 
Jersey Boys, the musical based on (the Sixties 
version of) The Four Seasons, is doing big 
business on Broadway- and anything is fair 
game, it seems. 

Stick to the hits. 
Everett True 



Be True To Your School (Fortuna POP !) 

I don't know. After all this time, you'd think 
maybe this music had fallen out of favour 
with me: artists influenced by C86 (The 
Loves), Sarah Records (Mogul) and Creation 
Records (Airport Girl); homemade versions of 
Phil Spector's Wall Of Sound (San Francisco's 
all-girl outfit,TheAislers Set); girls wearing 
hair slides and pretending they're Amelia 
Fletcher (Twinkle); girls beingAmeWa Fletcher 
(TenderTrap);boyswho predated Belle And 
Sebastian's early record but still want to be 
making Belle And Sebastian's early records 
(Sodastream); shout-y wannabe teenagers 
reared on Bis and whatever Bis claimed to 
like (Bearsuit); beat poets (micktravis); 
rudimentary electronica (Cannonball Jane); 
weird-ass post-Riot GrrrI fallout 
(International Strike Force, Comet Gain, 
Milky Wimpshake); consummately executed 
Franco English pop (Would-Be-Goods). 
But you know what? It hasn't. It really 
hasn't. Here's to this London-based label's 
next 1 1 years. 
Everett True 



Miniatures OneAndTwo (Cherry Red) , 

MottThe Hoople were a weirder band than 
many give them credit for, and keyboardist 
Morgan Fisher might just be the weirdest of 
the lot- quite some claim, given that Mott 
were fronted by gutter poet and professional 
weirdo Ian Hunter. In 1 979, following his 
stint with the glam rock bruisers, Fisher 
assembled a ludicrously varied cast 
(including Michael Nyman, Lol Coxhill, Steve 
Miller, Robert Fripp, Ron Geesin and XTC's 
Andy Partridge) for an album of songs each 
approximately one minute in length. Oddly 
enough, US pop pervertersThe Residents 
had a similar idea at roughly the same time 
with The Commercial Album, and the 
eyeball-headed freaks appear here with 
what sounds like an offcut from that 
masterpiece of brevity. 

Miniatures\s a truly disorientating 
record, most of the participants using their 
minute to zoom out to the furthest reaches 
oftheirartistry, although Robert Wyatt's 
entry is a fragment of a faltering attempt at 
'Strangers In The Night', which encourages 
a wry chuckle but little else. The album clearly 
belongs to the same absurdist tradition that 
produced The Bonzo Dog Band (whose Neil 
Innes appears) and, as such, it's not 
recommended for those with a low tolerance 
for whimsy. But it should nevertheless be 
filed alongside Napalm Death, Guided By 
Voices and East/West Blast Test as a fine 
example of compressed creativity. 
Joseph Stannard 
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Danny and the Champions of the World 



"Grand Drive's Danny Wilson enlists help from pals Goldrush, Brakes 
and Electric Soft Parade - a collective that rallies around his home- 
spun, acoustic-pop treats to exuberant effect" 






Mojo **** 









inrillard Grant Conspi 



4 



"full of dark grandeur, Pilgrim 
Road is exceptional" 

Uncut **** 



elice Brothers 



"rough edged and exhilarating 
whiskey-soaked gangsta country' 

Mojo **** 
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Ji66£^ Live: 

Ralfe Band / Peter Bruntnell / Mr David Viner 
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15th Oct - GLASGOW - The Captains Rest 
16th Oct - MANCHESTER - The Deaf Institute 
17th Oct - NEWCASTLE - The Cluny 
19th Oct - CARDIFF - Clwb Ifor Bach 
SOth Oct - BRISTOL - Start The Bus 
2lst Oct - NOTTINGHAM - The Bodega Social 
2Snd Oct - CANTERBURY - The Farm House 
23rd Oct - LONDON - The Luminaire \ 




Danny and the Champidns 
of the Worl^r^"^-^^;^T^ 
19th Nov - LONDON - Cargo 

Willard Grant Conspiracy 

UK dates Nov - go to 
loosemusic.com 
for updates 




Mr. David Viner 



Ralfe Ba 
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Peter & The Murder Of Crows 
new album out now 



"his best since 1999's Normal 
For Bridgwater - which is 
saying something as he hasn't 
made a bad record yet" 

Mojo **** 







"Viner might yet wake up one 
morning and find himself a star" 
NME 



Attic Thieves new album o 
ctober 13th 



"there is magic stirring in 

the woods again" 
The Word 
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free downloadable tracks from all these albums plus tour dates^ 
H«i^^»^^ album deals and more can be found at: lAnAnAT.lOOSemuSlC.COni 



pilgrim's progress 

Words: Euan Andrews 



^ ^ .^rk. J 



Fleeing the fallout of a stillbo 
pop career, Vashti Bunyan se 

forthe Scottish highlands in search 
of salvation. Four decades on, she 
repeats that journey in Kieran Evans' 
From Here To Before 



A 



# 




Sometimes you have to start running hard into the 
unknown in the hope you might run off this world 
and into another. That's just what Vashti Bunyan did 
in the summer of 1 968. Smarting from a failed 
music career underthe auspices of pop svengali 
Andrew Loog Oldham, she hitched an old wagon 
to a horse named Bess and with artist boyfriend 
Robert Lewis and fellow traveller John James (as well 
as a dog called Blue), she began the long journey 
north in search of what we would today call the 
"hippy dream" at a commune on Skye set up by 
troubadour minstrel Donovan. This journey would 
eventually deposit, almost as a by-product, the now 
legendary LP 7tyst/\not/7er D/amonc/ Day followed 
by a retreat into obscurity from Vashti. 

This epic flight has now been re-created on film 
by director Kieran Evans in Vashti Bunyan: From 
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Here To Before, following the now resurgent 
Vashti as she re-traces her steps and thoughts nearly 
40 years on. We meet her sitting on a verge by a 
country lane, relating the demise of her Sixties pop 
hopes and how this led unexpectedly to other 
dreams. As Evans says, "I think the 'dream' aspect 
of the journey only came into focus after her failed 
attempts in realising her first dream -of making it in 
the music industry. The dream changed from 
'making it' to 'getting away from it'." 

" I think everyone at some point wants to just 
up sticks, head into the sunset leaving their life 
behind. Her story is incredibly life-affirming and still 
resonates these days for so many people. But it is 
just a dream, and even Vashti couldn't escape that. 
There were moments when I was walking alongside 
her, with darkness descending and rain creeping in 



'The dream changed 
from "making it" 
to "getting away 
from it"' 



on us, when I suddenly 
realised the enormity of 
the task she and Robert 
faced. Forget all the 
romance stuff -trying 
to light a fire and bake 
bread in howling winds, 
sleeping in a foot long. 



open-ended cart while the rain comes sheeting 
down is in no way fun. You have to be so single- 
minded and driven to continue." 

Indeed, as the journey continues, the sometimes 
grim reality of a rootless life on the road, with little 
or no money to spare, seems a world away from the 
hushed, delicate songs which would end up on Just 
Another Diamond Day. Inthefilm, Vashti at times 
seems quite shaken by some of the memories and 
thoughts stirred by her revisiting places she hasn't 
visited in so many years. "There were many long 
silences and pauses as we returned to these places. 
A lot of the time we'd be walking and Vashti would 
pick out a tiny detail, a purple flower for instance, 
and in that moment it would prompt a memory or 
recollection. Sometimes in those silences there was 
great sadness and regret. Other spaces conjured up 
very fond memories." 

Unsurprisingly, there 
was a dearth of visual 
documentation of the 
original journey-just 
a small gathering of 
photographs and, 
hugely fortuitously, a 
short clip of the 
travellers that was used 
in the 1969 BBC documentary One Pa/r Of fyes. 
"The photographs we did use really seemed to 
capture the atmosphere of the trip, but when you 
finally see the archive footage it's a really powerful 
moment. Up til then, we've only been told what it 
was like and heard some of the stories. To finally see 
Vashti, Robert and John in the flesh, pulling the 
horse and cart through the Lake District in the 
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songs of praise 

Words: George Taylor 



A holiday in someone else's piety... with Michael Tully'sS//\/er7e»/V 



winter of '68 just cements the vision of how they 
looked and what it must have been like." 

As the film progresses, it feels like there are two 
central characters: Vashti, an warm-hearted and 
open interviewee/narrator, and the changing 
countryside she finds herself in once again. "I'm a 
big fan of Chris Petit's Radio On and Andrew 
Kotting's Gallivant and their individual takes on 
capturing the British landscape. I really wanted to 
not just depict the landscapes but convey a sense of 
the space we were in. We were determined to not 
only capture the beauty of certain locations, but 
record the marks that have been left since Vashti last 
passed through the area." 

The film leaves Vashti at a cottage on the 
Scottish isle of Berneray, the very one seen on the 
cover of Just Another Diamond Day , with barely a 
glimpse of her comeback. "We decided on telling 
the story this way because so many myths had 
blown up around the original journey that to go 
back and retrace it was far more appealing to both 
of us. While I was reading through her lyrics, I came 
across the line 'You see the end before the 
beginning has ever begun' from the song 'I'd Like To 
Walk Around In Your Mind'. That was a real 
moment for me where the film began to crystallise. 
It took three and a half years to piece the film 
together but crucially I think it came to work for us. 
Vashti once said to me, 'There's no rush. I've waited 
thirty odd years to make another record, what's 
another couple of months?'." 

Vashti Bunyan: From Here To Before debuts 
on October 25 at the London Film Festival 
www.bfi. org. uk/lff 



"The camera makes everyone a tourist in other 
people's reality, and eventually in one's own" - 
Susan Sontag, 1974 

" I just want to pay attention, I don't want to take 
photos" - David Berman to Cassie Berman, 2006 

Michael Tully's film Silver Jew is a film concerned 
with touring and tourism, how the two can relate 
and overlap. There's no underestimating the 
significance of this short gig stop in Israel for David 
Berman; notjust his first ever tour after 12 years of 
releasing Silver Jews albums, but, as a recent convert 
to Judaism, the first visit to the birthplace of his 
religion. The film rarely shifts its focus away from 
Berman's reactions to all that he encounters, 
from enquiring about the buyer demographic in a 
specialist broom shop to his enthusiasm at meeting 
his Israeli fans. "They're all so nice," he muses, "And 
you get the feeling that they really understand". 

The film is broken up into two parts -first up, 
live shows and record signing in Tel Aviv, where 
Berman suggests that, like Kevin Bacon in 
Footloose, he's coming into town to "liberate the 
feetof the teens". The camera image here is forever 
fuzzy, shooting into the dark interiors of backstage 
areas and dressing rooms, mirroring Berman's foggy 
figuring out of how to deal with something entirely 
new to him -that post-show adrenalin soak, 
conversing with a mass of excitable 'Joos' fans. This 
section is the genuine 'stranger in a strange land' 
footage, finishing up with the tourist and his wife 
walking away into the murky shadows. 

The following day, and everybody is enshrouded 
in old town Jerusalem's golden butter light. Band 
members haggle for T-shirts and trinkets, discover 
Hebrew toilet-time prayers and snap happy at 
whatever passes by in a section that feels pretty 
throwaway, the film's subjects engrossed in being 
watchers rather than being watched. As it is, we're 
left with a couple of segments from a cafe interview 
to supply the essence, where Berman tells a couple 
of epiphanic stories that reveal a belief and reliance 
on the power of paying attention to everyday signs. 
The conviction of spiritual healing that he offers is 



genuinely moving, and the knowledge (not supplied 
in the film) of a recent suicide attempt and Berman's 
overcoming of drug problems adds to the impact of 
the film's frank climax. Berman, in accordance with 
ancient Rabbinical prayer, has leather straps 
wrapped around his left bleep and forehead at the 
wailing wall, and reads aloud a passage of text. 
Minutes pass, and his voice starts to quake, before 
he's choking back tears in a stunning moment of 
trust between documentary maker and subject. 

David Berman on. ..the consequences 
of touring: 

"I am more visible to the listener or more 
personally understandable, but the two-way nature 
of these live confrontations is radically changing the 
composition of my imagined audience. So what 
does that change? It brings focus, maybe more 
precision, to matters.The formerly enshrouded fans 
are quite visible to me now. " 

...the effects of increased exposure: 
"I think I am trending away from the 
autobiographical [which] was a lot more appealing 
subject matter when I knew it might be supposed 
that it was all fiction. It's not artistically fulfilling to 
write that way after your cover has been blown. " 



A film concerned with 
touring and tourism, 
how the two relate 
and overlap 



...the impact of visiting Israel: 

" My time at the wall did not result in a mystical 
intensification. It was another of a line of wordless 
emotional experiences I've had with Judaism. The 
light, the sand, the Mediterranean aspects of Tel 
Aviv - these were all added to my picture of Israel. " 

Silver Jew /s oat now on Drag City 
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soul discharge 

Words: Scott McKeating 

Behold ! The anarchic canvases of 
Yamataka EYE 



Japanese art has long been dominated by an old- 
school aesthetic, but right now there's a new 
generation of artists aiming beanstalk chops at 
Tokyo's fiercely guarded gallery gates. Moving up 
from basement spaces and guerrilla warehouse 
shows, this colourful slew have begun to reach out 
abroad to Europe and the States for endorsement. 
Standing tallest amongst these artists - at least to 
Western pop-culture media eyes - is Yamataka EYE, 
better known to most as the heart of experimental 
tribal-noise psychers Boredoms. 

While, as with many modern Japanese 
artists, EYE notes little distinction between media, 
Ongaloo isn't merely a visual representation of 
Boredoms trance-inducing drum-circle sound. 
The wall of EYE's smaller 1 2-inch collages are 
a bright-splash crossbreed of Daniel Johnston's felt- 
tip drawings and the American Tapes label's collage 
blitz. Embryonic doodles and stick-and-paste 
magazine cut-ups speak more about energy and 
flitting ideas than any specific meanings, revelling in 
a jumble of starting-points. Some of the exhibition's 
denser work suffers from issues of inarticulacy - the 
chaos seemsjustthat bit more slapdash than 
anarchic - but even then, it's easy to see EYE's 
marker and pencil work is evidence of no little 
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Glaring collage and 
the appropriation of 
poundstretcher trash 
culture 



technical talent. Consequently, though, these pieces 
are so rammed with signifiers it takes a certain 
degree of investment to pull out much more 
tangible than pure visual thrills. 

The roots of EYE's art lies in his obsessions 
with Japanese folklore and the West's hardcore 
punk scene. EYE revels in glaring collage and the 
appropriation of the poundstretcher trash culture 




of 1 00 yen store products (the Japanese equivalent 
of a pound shop or thrift store). Drawing as much 
from Japanese mythology as it does from his musical 
influences, the exhibition demonstrates a deference 
to both worlds without a single overt influence. 
A central piece, a Shinto shrine to the gods of Black 
Flag, is indicative of this fusion, their logo splayed 
out and forming the petals of some mutant flower. 
In doing so, EYE places the band into the pantheon 
of Japan's 80 million gods that inhabit everything 
from rocks to sweets, their post-hardcore aesthetic 
just one part of a collage of day-glo debris and 
personal items like orange vinyl and kipper ties. 
The absent EYE is the glue that holds this together, 
a shaman who bridges the gap between the 
Japanese pantheon and DIY music traditions. 
Beyond the immediate significance of Black Flag 
the band, there's the symbolism of the black flag 
as the international symbol of anarchism. That 
philosophy's forthright disparagement of 
conformity and an opposition to nation states and 
single-cultural imperialism is a thread that runs 
through EYE's artistic work in every medium. 

Yamataka EYE: ONGALOO runs at a It. gallery, 
Newcastle Upon Tyne until October 18. 
www. altgallery org 
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The Long-Player Goodbye 



Travis Elborough (Sceptre) 

Record-buyers are, it would appear, a 
melancholy bunch. Within months of Black 
Dog's Old Rare New, lamenting the loss of 
the traditional record shop, comes this, a self- 
declared history of "the album from vinyl to 
iPod and back again" . Histories assume that 
events have run their course; Elborough uses 
his introduction as a belated obituary for the 
LP form, condemning the change in listening 
habits its successors have brought about, 
"allow[ing] musical tastes to be presented 
with a 'whatever' twirl of the dial." 

Such statements are already problematic, 
not least because they're simultaneously 
fogeyish a/7Q'partially correct; despite being a 
CD enthusiast, I'm sure I'm not the only one 
who finds their attention span slipping in the 
face of time-drain and information overload. 
But Elborough's own approach only multiplies 
the problems. Not so much a "tour of the 
LP's life and times", it is, in fact, a history 
of mainstream pop music, 1 948-1 995. All of 
the usual suspects -Charlie Parker, Sinatra, 
Beatles, Dylan, Stones, Bowie, Pistols -show 
up, and the story is told, more often than not, 
in the wearying fashion of dadrock magazines, 
even down to the apocryphal stories he 
re-tells (such as that of Brian Eno's accidental 
'discovery' of ambient.)The implication is that 
the history of pop as we know it is the history 
of the LP, and admittedly, Elborough argues 
this quite well, showing how the change from 
78 to 33 1 /3 RPM made music more attractive 
and widely accessible, and how it effected the 
makers of 45 RPM pop, cementing the idea of 
the pop 'artist' with a fanbase and career 
longevity, and encouraging them to think 
in terms of larger conceptual statements. But 
his comments on the LP form are actually 
relatively few and far between. 

It's disappointing that a book ostensibly 
about the LP's peculiarities should parrot 
pop-history-as-written-by-the-victors: one of 
the LP's appeals is that it preserved in vinyl 
the million counter-narratives to that history. 
In the most interesting passages of his book, 
Elborough visits the genesis of easy listening, 
exotica and classical for atomic-age home 
listening; the history of modernist jazz, 
in which the LP acted as an effective 
dissemination unit; the early Seventies 
doldrums of ELP, Tubular Bells and K-Tel 
comps (but, also, Roxy Music). His account of 
the little-known story of the LP's birth is also 
fascinating and well-researched. But it is 
perhaps telling that his comments on the 
experienceXhe LP provides appears as the 
CD is beginning its ascendancy- and again, 
with finality, in his epilogue. Artists like 
Christian Marclay and Philip Jeck, currently 
disinterring vinyl's ghosts, give the lie to the 
enthusiasts with fat wallets, currently playing 
platters like historical recreationists. He ends 
on an ambivalent note, appropriate for the 
ideological Gordian knots of listening and 
consumption after analogue. 
Daniel Barrow 







Jesus Is Magic (Roadside Attractions, 
dir: Liam Lynch) 

This DVD, originally released in the US in 
2006 following a respectable theatrical 
release the year before, is the UK's first 
contact - outside of YouTube - with 
Silverman's classic 7estys/sMa^/cstandup 
set. Silverman's bruising character plays have 
come to critical attention in the UK only 
relatively recently, though in the US her 
prolific writing and performance credits in TV 
(including stalwarts such as Saturday Night 
Live, Mr Show, Seinfeld and The Larry 
5aA?c/er5 5/701/1/) and her appearances in major 
box-office romps There's Something About 
Mary and School Of Rockhaw given her a 
decent reputation as a comedic character 
actress, while her already lengthy stand-up 
pedigree has won her a place at the table 
when VH 1 hosts its vicious and prestigious 
comedy roasts. 

Silverman's stand-up material has 
ignited controversy on several occasions. Her 
stock stand-up character is a spectacularly 
blithe and entitled Jewish girl whose take 
on race and sexual politics is a delicate 
walk on a tightrope between cowpats. 
Her appearance in comedy film release The 
Aristocrats resulted in threats of legal action 
when her character deadpanned a recovered 
memory of being raped by well-loved US talk 
show hostJoe Franklin (think Bruce Forsyth 
or Terry Wogan) as a child. Rape as the 
paradigm of sexual politics is a standard of 
Silverman's repertoire; her best-known joke 
is probably the one-liner " I was raped by a 
doctor, which is so bittersweet for a Jewish 
girl," delivered here as a warm-up as she 
settles acridly into character: "Thanks for 
that laugh. I knew one day something good 
would come out of that. Out of rape." 

Silverman's sex comedy is extremely 
aggressive. At one point she flicks a tear 
from her eye, only for it to be caught and 
used as lube by a soundman stageside, 
as he masturbates, mouth agape, at her tales 
of failed relationships. She slyly relates her 
disappointment with a friend of hers who 
refuses to dunk his balls in his drink for a 
dare, " Because if they floated, then I would 
know his balls were a witch." Watching her 
increasingly painful material wring no 
sympathy from an audience she keeps at 
a haughty distance throughout is an object 
lesson in stand-up as hysterical stoicism. 

Even more confrontational is Silverman's 
race comedy. Her character's precarious place 
within the social hierarchy of race is 
thoroughly examined, usually by crass 
references to cultural stereotypes across 
the board.The material is perfectly written, 
delivered throughout with consummate 
technique, and extremely ugly to watch. 
The absurdity of the racism is clear, but there 
is such discomfort in the terms she uses. The 
jokes hinge on moments of unbearable strain, 
then flap awkwardly in the silence after. 
Petra Davis 
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I miss you 

Words: Ringo P Stacey 

Keeping the nightterrors at bay with David Martin 
Stack's Good Morning Captain 



Listen up folks. Once you're a dad it's over. You will never be cool 
again. You will probably realise you never were cool in the first place. 
You realise what a specious concept cool is when there's food and toys 
to be bought, do your best to maintain whatever interests you have, 
and laugh when people say you're trying to be cool. It ain't true, 
honest. We're just trying to keep our brains alive. 

David Martin Stack is not a cool dad. "Despite what Pitchfork says, 
I was never cool," he clarifies on his blog, Posterband. But he has 
written a cool book for toddlers. Good Morning Captain is a tale 
about taking the terror of bedtime and turning it into adventure on 
high seas as a young boy dreams of life as a pirate captain under skies 
lightened by the uneven streaks and specks of a worn toner cartridge. 

It's cool for a bunch of reasons, least of all (but most notably in 
media terms) because it's named after the closing song on Slint's 1 991 
opus Spiderland. Not that it's inspired by the song, but in the writing 
it bubbled to the surface along with a bunch of other totems of early 
Nineties American independent culture. "I was going for that 'zine 
or rock flyer look," explains Stack. "I grew up in Louisville which had 
a cool underground rock scene, with tons of bands promoted on 
telephone poles up and down Bardstown Road. We used to collect 
the flyers and make up our own bands. That's where Posterband came 
from, and the book was intended to reflect that 'messthetic'." 

How important it is to pass good taste on to your children? 

"My books and my blog are definitely a reaction to my own allergy 
to mainstream children's culture but I try not to be a hater. My kid 
isn't a hater. No kid is. That's what I mean when Isaythatkidsare 
inherently cooler than we are. They don't have any hang-ups like 

e as a pirate captain under sicif 
htened by the strealcs and 
Bcics of a worn toner cartridge 



grown ups. Kids are soaking it all in. Mainstream culture -the good, 
the bad, and the ugly- is unavoidable. Posterband is just trying to 
make sure there is an alternative available." 

Would you say you've learnt important moral lessons from musical 
culture, in that said cultures could be a tool for teaching your kids? 

"Parents have a tendency to turn their children into little 
miniatures of themselves, right down to the music they listen to and 
the sneakers they wear. I'm guiltyofthis myself, and I think it's only 
natural, but it's probably most important to worry that they'll grow 
up to be a kind person. I am trying to promote certain values I think 
are important which I did learn to some extent from independent and 
underground music. The importance of individuality, of creativity, of 
self-confidence. I want my kid to be respectful of other people but 
question authority. I want my kid to understand the possibilities of 
DIY and to appreciate the charm of something handmade. These are 
values I think are worthwhile." 

www.posterband.blogspot.com 
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the fond revenge of , 
kurtwagner 

Words: kicking_k 
Photography: Steve Gullick 



OK, so clearly you have memorised 
(at least) one piece of ridiculous 
hyperbole regarding yrself. Please 
quote your favourite here. 

"A voice that sounds like Burl Ives, Cat 
Stevens, Ricky Ricardo." 

What is the biggest misconception 
about you? 

"Thatwearealt.country." 

The most over-used adjective(s) 
about your sound? 

"Thatwearealt.country." 

What word never gets used that 
should? 

"Crispy." 

What concept or detail is always 
missed? 

"Our fondness for food." 

What was the most heinous lie you 
ever told in an interview? 

"That I sound like Ricky Ricardo." 

Were you caught? 

"Well, I guess so, now. . .thanks." 

Were there any repercussions? 

"Guess this remains to be seen." 

Do you read your press releases? 

"I write them." 

Do you feel they represent you? 

"Rarely- self-representation is 
overrated." 

What was your worst interview 
and/or photoshoot experience? 

"They are all fantastic, except the ones 
that aren't. Did a shoot in a butcher shop 
next to sides of meat and flies. . .smile! " 
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What was the weirdest? 

" One in Madam Tussaud's - with a wax 
Michael Jackson." 

Correct your worst misquote. 

"I o'or/'fsound like Ricky Ricardo." 

Has music criticism ever actually 
helped improve yr work? Even only 
in providing a second opinion? 

" It has the potential to articulate things 
in a constructive way - but then again who 
really pays any attention to such things...?" 

If you were a music magazine 
editor, who would you feature 
and why? 

"All the unknown bands that are good 
and working out there." 

Who would you put on the cover? 

"Ultra close-up shots of body parts." 

What do you do when a band you 
don't like cite you as an influence? 

" Kind of hard to say, since I don't follow 
bands I don't like." 

Do you ever Google yourself? Any 
experiences resulting from this? 

" Google? What's that? A kind of 
protective device worn on a speedboat?" 

What's the favourite of your record 
covers and why? 

"0/y('0/?/Oy)cause it's a nice painting." 

What does it say about you? 

" . . .says that I'm all about the current 
release, silly." 

What brilliant (at the time) ideas 
regarding 'direction' are you now glad 
you never followed? 



"We almost called ourselves 'Turd Goes 
Back'-theresultswe'll never know." 

Have you ever made a music video 
that actually expressed something 
about the band, or has it all been 
empty multimedia gimmickry and 
super-superficial posturing? 

"All our videos reflect the band in some 
way - they represent something about the 
band at the time. We can't afford the luxury 
of multimedia gimmickry and superficial 
posturing. Our budgets are too small." 

Are there any territories where 
you've never had any success? 

"The USA." 

Why d'you think this is the case? 

"Always a good question. I've no idea." 



'Ultra close-up 
shots of body 
parts' 



Where are you biggest, 
geographically? 

"We are probably biggest in our own 
map, like dreams." 

What product would you allow 
your music to advertise and why? 

"Anything except armed forces 
recruitment ads." 



Why? 

"Why not? These days music is more and 
moreanaccompanimentto something else: 
ads, film, video games, telephone rings." 

What kind of film and/or scene 
would you most like your music to 
soundtrack? 

"I think our music is suited to many types 
of film, etc. And because it /sso well suited, 
we've had no experience to show for it. . . " 

Have you ever covered a song 
'cause you think you can do it better 
than the original? 

"Nope." 

Have you ever covered a song by a 
band you didn't like? 

"Nope." 

Who's the worst (or weirdest) band 
you ever supported? 

"They were all fantastic." 

Who was the worst (or weirdest) 
that ever supported you? 

"Tool 'opened' for us once at 
Lollapalooza ...is that weird?" 

What's the most fairly insane thing 
a fan has done to impress you? 

"They 'buy' our records." 

What's the worst question you've 
ever been asked? 

"This one." 

What was your answer? 

"'This one'. It's a terrible question ! " 

Lambchop'sOW (Ohio) is out now on 
City Slang 
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